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PREFACE 

The following writings (they are too informal to be 
dignified by die tide of essays) have been collected from 
a larger number, either written or spoken during the 
last thirty odd years, 1920 to 1952. 

The longest, that on Beethoven's Ninth Symphony, 
belongs to 1939, the early months of the war, when we 
older people found our normal occupation gone and 
were not yet wanted for any other. I had, a few months 
before, been preparing an 'acting edition* of the Choral 
finale of the Ninth Symphony for a proposed perform- 
ance by the Leith Hill Musical Festival; and to keep my 
thoughts occupied I wrote these notes while they were 
fresh in my mind. 

The other writings are much shorter. I have pardy 
revised and rewritten them, but in no case have I tried to 
bring diem up to date; therefore, to prevent misunder- 
standing, I have added the original date to each, when 
indeed I can remember it. 

The writings come from various sources: the longest, 
that on Beethoven's Choral Symphony, has not before 
been printed; nor has 'Nationalism and Internation- 
alism'. All the rest have been specially revised for this 
book. 'The Letter and the Spirit' and 'Gustav Hoist' 
first appeared in Music and Letters; 'Gustav Hoist a 
note' and 'Composing for the Films' first appeared in 
The R.C.M. Magazine; 'A Minim's Rest' first appeared 
in Essays Mainly on the Nineteenth Century presented to 
Sir Humphrey Milford published by the Oxford Univer- 
sity Press; 'Bach, the Great Bourgeois' (originally 
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a broadcast talk) first appeared in The Listener; 'A 
Musical Autobiography* first appeared in Ralph Vaughan 
Williams: a Study, by Hubert Foss, published by Messrs. 
George G. Harrap & Co. Ltd.; 'Shrubsole' first appeared 
in the Manchester Guardian; and 'Charles Villiers Stan- 
ford* (also originally a broadcast talk) first appeared in 
London Calling. Grateful acknowledgement is made to 
the editors and publishers of these publications for per- 
mission to reprint these essays. 

Thanks are also due to the following publishers for 
permission to print extracts from the works of Gustav 
Hoist: J. Curwen & Sons, Ltd. (The Planets and Savitri); 
Stainer & Bell, Ltd. (Hymn of Jesus and 'Funeral Hymn') ; 
and Novello & Co. Ltd. (Ode to Death and 'John Barley- 
corn'). 

R. V. W. 

28 June 1953 
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Some thoughts on 
Beethoven's Choral Symphony 

^ ^HIS is not intended to be a learned disquisition 

nor an official guide to this mighty composition. 
Noris itan analysis; though I shall go through the 
work as a whole showing its structure as it appears to me. 

I have simply tried to set down, laigely to clarify my 
own mind, my personal 'reactions* (as our American 
cousins say) to what I believe, together with the B Minor 
Mass and the St. Matthew Passion, to be the greatest of 
choral music. 

In case this last sentence should appear to be an im- 
pertinent truism, I ought to explain that the early nine- 
teenth-century idiom is naturally repugnant to me. My 
natural love is much more the Gothic-Teutonic idiom 
of J. S. Bach and his predecessors not 'Baroque', by 
the way, as it is fashionable nowadays to stigmatize 
Bach's music. Bach has nothing to do with die mech- 
anical ornament of Baroque architecture, which is much 
more alrin to Beethoven, but should be compared to the 
natural exfoliation of a Gothic cathedral. Thus it is, so to 
speak, in spite of myself, that I have to acknowledge the 
supremacy of the Ninth Symphony. 

When I admit that this Symphony is an unapproach- 
able masterpiece, I do not mean that I accept as perfect 
every note, every phrase, every chord; perhaps even I 
do not consider it in every Hetafl' a model work of art, 

Tovey, in his masterly essay on this Symphony, pays 
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lip service to imperfections in it, but when it comes to 
detail lie fails to find any blemishes. 1 

For me there are certain passages in the Ninth Sym- 
phony which I find hard to swallow, but I do not include 
in this indigestible matter the choral finale, though even 
here there are certain things which stick in my gizzard. 

I understand that the pious Beethovenite always makes 
an exception of this finale; but then I am not a pious 
Beethovenite. To me, the finale is potentially the greatest 
movement of the four. 

Let me make my confessions and be done with it about 
some of the places which puzzle me. 

For example the 'Joy' tune in the finale is one of the 
greatest melodies of the world. Why does Beethoven 
always add as a refrain the following incredible 'tag'? 



Again, is not the second subject of the third move- 
ment especially with its counterpoint at its second 
appearance though charming as a morceau de salon, 
quite out of keeping with the unearthly grandeur of the 
work as a whole? 




r ' rr r TT ' r 

1 All the references to Tovey's essays were written before his death in 1940. 
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Whence do difficulties such as these (I speak as a fool) 
arise? Is it not that Beethoven was for a moment con- 
quered by the conventions? No composer can speak out 
of his period otherwise he will be either unintelligible or 
wilfully obscurantist. The great artist uses the conven- 
tions as his tools and bends them to his will, so that they 
are no longer conventions but a vital means of expres- 
sion, but even the greatest artist is occasionally mastered 
by his machinery and allows convention to master 
him, not through fear of consequences, but from the 
fact that for the moment the engine has gone off the 
boil. 

I remember that Sir Donald Tovey once in a broad- 
cast lecture defended such passages by quoting as a 
parallel the famous, 'Pray you, undo this button' from 
King Lear, as an example of prosaic simplicity enhancing 
tragic emotion. I am obliged to quote Tovey from 
memory as there appears to be no written record of his 
lecture. 

But the true parallel is not, to my mind, prosaic 
language but conventional verbiage spoiling noble sim- 
plicity. I would rather suggest as a parallel that un- 
believable line in Samson Agonistes, which breaks the 
majesty of the final lament, 'unfortunate in nuptial 
choice'. 

Perhaps it is Beethoven's method of ornamenting his 
melodies which puzzles me most. To start with, I cannot 
imagine why the melody of the slow movement, or of 
the 'Joy* tune, wants ornament at all. Is not this gilding 
theUly? 
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A great melody is for all time. When Beethoven, and 
often, Mozart, start ornamenting their melodies they 
seem at once to make them of their period and there 
they remain. Surely if a melody is to be ornamented at 
all the ornament should grow naturally out of the 
original thought, and not be mechanically added to it 
by a stereotyped process. 

When Bach adds ornament to a melody I feel that this 
is the direct outcome of his overflowing emotion. When 
Haydn ornaments a melody it seems to me to be the 
natural childlike joy in a new plaything. But with Bee- 
thoven the ornament seems introduced by a conventional 
procedure. As soon as a melody has been stated simply 
it must be subjected to a process of appogiature, turns 
and trills which are almost mechanical in the applica- 
tion. How otherwise can we account for the perversion 
of a beautiful melody in the slow movement of the 
'Kreutzer' Sonata in the second variation? It is incon- 
ceivable to me how the composer who invented the 
wonderful tragic third variation could admit that other 
variation de concert * into his scheme. 

The pundits will doubtless tell me that the second 
variation of the Sonata is a necessary foil to the third; 
but I have yet to learn that it is right to do evil that good 
may come. 

Here are two examples from the Ninth Symphony: 

Firstly, part of the melody of the slow movement in 
its simple and its varied forms: 

1 1 am sometimes tempted to think that Bridgetower invented this 
variation himself. 



Beethoven s Choral Symphony 

Original statement 




To the possible objection that it is unfair to quote only 
a few bars of tbis passage I would reply that if I had 
quoted the whole my case would be stronger. 

Secondly, part of the 'Joy' tune in the finale and the 
second variation for solo voices: 



Theme 







What do these variatiohs do to enhance the beauty or 
give a deeper meaning to these two melodies? Are they 
not merely overlaid with trite and mechanical formulae, 
lending a commonness to them which intrinsically they 
do not possess? 

With regard to this variation in the choral finale I 
discover from Tovey that I am not alone in my failure 
to see the point. Tovey duly censures us for this 
opinion, but I have to confess that after reading his 
argument on the subject several rimes I still fail to under- 
stand it. 
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Compare for a moment with these ornamentations 
Bach's Variations on *O Mensch bewein': 



CHORAL 




Here, so it seems to me, is an irrepressible exfoliation 
under the direct influence of deep emotion; not a 
plastered-on ornament according to a conventional 
formula. 

I daresay I have laid too much stress on these minutiae 
which trouble me, but one is especially keenly alive to 
the faults of what is otherwise supreme. Also it is so 
much easier to explain one's criticisms than to voice 
one's wonderment. "What are these moments after all 
but tiny darknesses which 'stain the bright radiance of 
eternity'? 

In the presence of this work one, perhaps, only dares 
to point out one's disappointments and is left dumb in 
the presence of its greatnesses. 

It will, by this time, be evident that I am not a loyal 
Beethovenite. For example, I love the 'Moonlight 
Sonata' and think it well named. This, I know, puts me 

6 
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out of court, for did not Beethoven himself prefer that 
dreary affair, the Sonata in Fff major (Op. 78)? 

Again, I think the 'Kreutzer* the greatest of the violin 
Sonatas, and I know that this is simply 'not done* in the 
best circles. Similarly, I believe the choral finale of the 
Ninth Symphony to be potentially the greatest of the 
four movements. This is in direct opposition, I suppose, 
to the opinion of the pious Beethovenites (including Sir 
George Grove), who deplored the finale and considered 
it to be 'a pity', like the old ladies in Forster's Room with 
a View, who would only buy the head and shoulders of 
the photographs of Botticelli's Venus' because they con- 
sidered the complete figure *a pity'. 

It is admittedly harder to write good music which is 
joyfuTthan that wHcftls sacL It is comparatively easy to 
be mildly dismal with success. But to my mind, ..two 
composers and two Qoly, and they but seldom, have 
been able to write music which is at the same time 
serious, profound, and, qheerful Bach in the 'Cum 
Sancto' of the B Minor Mass and Beethoven in the finale 
of the Choral Syiji^QJiy- Incidentally both these move- 
ments are in D major. 

Readers will, of course, bring to my notice the 
Meistersinger Overture and 'Siegfried's Journey to the 
Rhine', but these are not cases in point. Die Meister- 
singer is admittedly comedy and the Rhine-Journey is 
a cheerful interlude to contrast with the gloom and 
tragedy of the rest of the opera. 

I have said that the Finale is potentially the greatest 
of the four movements. I use the word 'potentially* 

7 
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advisedly, because I am quite ready to admit that in this 
movement, Beethoven obviously does not achieve all 
that he intends. Too often, in performance, what should 
be a jubilant shout becomes a distressing wail. One could 
almost wish that Beethoven, while writing his voice 
parts, had had at his elbow a practical, uninspired, com- 
petent English choir-master. But 'almost' is not 'quite*. 
The English choir-master would probably have pointed 
out, with justice, that though D major is an ideal key 
for the 'Joy' tune when played by instruments, it is by 
no means so when sung by voices, owing to the awk- 
ward tessitura, which is either too high or too low. See, 
for example, the difficulties Beethoven encounters when 
his tenors have to dodge about from octave to octave 
when they try to sing die tune, and that therefore per- 
force, either the key or the tune must be altered either 
course obviously unthinkable. 

No, we must leave Beethoven with his magnificent 
failure (if failure it be) as something much more worth 
hearing than lesser men's successes. 

As William Watson says of Shelley he is greater 
than those others who have approached much nearer 
'their meaner goal'. 

I feel that the failure of maay chairs to 'bring off' the 
chorus parts of this Symphony is due to a wrong method 
of approach. They, or their trainers, regard it as a very 
difficult vocal exercise and do not attack it boldly as a 
jubilant shout. The 'Ode to Joy' is a great song for 'all 
peoples, natidns and languages'. Never mind if the tone 
sounds rough and uncultivated; never, ramd if a few 

8 
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notesjxkop tinder the table*, as Mozart said. Let the 
chorus jdng their hearts out and their heads off and not 
trouble if they have sore throats for a week after. 

But is this music'so unsingable? Toscanini and Bruno 
"Walter have proved to us that with an English choir, at 
any rate, a performance can be thrilling, brilliant, and 
musical, and there need be no (apparent) throat strain. 
Our English soprano soloists have also taught those 
dignified German ladies "who were, till lately, con- 
sidered the high priestesses of the Beethoven cult, that 
there is no necessity in those difficult high quavers of the 
Second Variation to make a noise like a dog being run 
over by a motor-car. 

Nevertheless, for a performance which I had hoped 
to prepare before the War, I made the experiment of 
modifying the voice parts in a few pkces chiefly by 
adding alternative notes for second sopranos and tenors 
so that those under the rank of Archangel could take 
part in it. 

I know of four important essays on the Ninth Sym- 
phony, though there may be more which I have not 
read. By far the most interesting is that by Sir Donald 
Tovey, from which I must confess I have helped myself 
liberally, though I venture occasionally to disagree with 
him. 

Then there is Richard Wagner's attempt to give the 
whole work a 'meaning', as was the fashion in that 
materialistic age, the age of 'romanticism'. That is, a 
'meaning* which can be touched, tasted and handled. 

. a meaning, but it is 



B.C.S. 
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the world of facts 
means itself and cap. be expressed ip. its own.tenris and 
no otter. 

""^Tfiere is also an excellent, but typically nineteenth- 
century essay by Sir George Grove. He is discreetly 
non-committal in his analysis of the choral finale, but 
writes at the end, 'If in the Finale a restless, boisterous 
spirit manifests itself, not in keeping with the English 
feeling of the solemnity, even the sanctity, of the sub- 
ject, this is only a reflection and by no means an exag- 
gerated reflection, of the bad taste which is manifested 
in parts of the lines adopted from Schiller's Ode and 
which Beethoven, no doubt, thought it was his duty to 
carry out in his music/ 

And finally there is Weingartner's practical advice on 
the performance of the work, which should be read by 
every conductor. 

A composei: is. jnost,.tnJ.y...himself and at his greatest 
when he is least his superficial self, when he casts off all 
the trappings ofliis technique and period and enables 
his thought to stand but in all its nakedness. So, para- 
doxically, the first two and, with reservations* the 
last movement of this Symphony are the least *Bee- 
thovenish', and therefore to my mind, the finest. 
/ In the first two movements, at all events, Beethoven 
transcends even himself. The music is like no other 
music, either before or since. It seems sometimes to have 
come straight from the eternal source of truth without 
human intervention. 

- Standing on this ground Beethoven, I have to admit, is 

10 
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in a different sphere from my beloved Bach. Beethoven 
lived in a time of greater intellectual expansion than 
Bach, whose theology was purely anthropomorphic, 
and whose music does not look for the Supreme Being 
beyond the stars, but sees him humanly as the friend of 
souls, the Great King, the Bridegroom. Beethoven when 
he looks into eternity sees clearer and further than Bach; 
but Bach when he thinks of his very human deity has 
the richer and warmer consciousness. So on the human 
side Bach has Beethoven completely beaten. For ex- 
ample, when Beethoven touches the Crucifixion in the 
Missa Solennis, he achieves none of the profound mystery 
of human pity and divine suffering, or the absolute quiet 
of death of Bach's 'Crucifixus'. He has to be content with 
a conventionally sentimental, El-Greco-like setting. It was 
not in these terms that Beethoven could express himself. 

For eternity we turn to Beethoven, for humanity to 
Bach. 

Tovey describes the first movement as tragedy, the 
second sdierza as satiric ..drama. To my mind these 
movements transcend the human limitations of tragedy, 
satire, or drama and are direct visions of what lies beyond 
them. 

In the slow movement, as it seems to me, we relapse 
on to the 'Beethovenish' Beethoven; the Beethoven 
whom the early nineteenth century called the 'sublime' 
Beethoven; the Beethoven who made strong men with 
whiskers brush away a silent tear. That is the reason, I 
suppose, why I care for this less than the other move- 
ments. I know it is all my fault. The opening subject, I 

ii " 
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fed sure, is beautiful, though not of the eternal quality of 
tfie otEer movements, but I do wish that Beethoven had 
not varied-it. The second subject is entrancing in its 
sound, but always tastes to me a little of the Viennese 
drawing room, especially with the added counterpoint. 
But suddenly, even in this movement, we turn the page 
and come upon eternity again. The trumpets wake us 
out of our nineteenth-century slumber and a great 
organ-like passage intervenes. But it cannot last, the 
magic passes and we return to this kind of thing: 




Why, O why, did Beethoven, after he had opened 
all heaven for us for the moment, return to earth 
thus! 

No, there can be no doubt about it, I do not under- 
stand Beethoven that is plain. It is not the 'obscure' 
parts which puzzle me but the plain-sailing ones. No, I 
do not understand Beethoven; and yet when I turn to 
the Finale, I sometimes think that I understand him 
better than the inner circle. 

We can divide those who object to the Finale under 
two headings. First: The devout Beethovenites who 
think the Finale 'noisy' and even 'in bad taste'; secondly: 
Those who are put off by the obvious, technical short- 
comings in the texture. 

I remember Gustav Hoist saying to me (I quote from 
memory), 'I should not mind the end of the Finale being 

12 
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noisy and vulgar. This is just feeble; it tries to be noisy 
and fails/ 

I frankly admit the technical imperfections and in 
these few places am prepared to accept the will for the 
deed, when the will is plain in spite of the deed. 

The pious hierophant would, I suppose, have pre- 
ferred die smug solemnity of Mendelssohn's Hymn of 
Praise. If so he simply fails to realize what Beethoven was 
aiming at; he can be solemn enough in the 'Millionen' 
section. 

The locus classicus' of these lily-livered critics is, I 
presume, the beginning of the final rampage. 



Presto 




Jirrr r 



There are to my mind plenty of banalities in the 
Ninth Symphony banal chiefly because they seem to 
me out of place. But this passage is definitely not banal, 
because it is eminently in its right place. It might indeed 
be from an opera by Rossini; but here its absolute right- 
ness sublimates it into a supreme piece of music the 
Jubilation of a whole 'Fire-drunk' (Feuer-trunleen) people. 

When I was young I was told that Schiller originally 
wrote his Ode to 'Freedom' (Freiheit), not 'Joy' (Freude), 
and that Beethoven knew of this when he composed the 
music. I have never been able to find any confirmation 
of this legend, but we may profitably keep it at the bade 
of our minds when we play or sing or read, or hear this 
great Symphony. 

13 
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It is now time, I think for a little formal analysis: not 
too formal I hope, but an attempt to show what are the 
principal musical themes and how they build up into an 
organic whole. 

FIRST MOVEMENT ALLEGRO MAESTOSO 

The opening movement is, of course, in what is 
known as 'Sonata* form, but this is not in itself a justi- 
fication of its structure. A musical form must be justified 
by its results. 

I shall try to show, without any a priori reference to a 
stereotyped form, how this Symphony is built up. 

In the first two movements this is easy, for though the 
movements are gigantic in stature, yet in actual length 
they are not outstanding and their pattern is clear-cut. 
Although the thought is profound the structure is simple 
and the themes are statuesque and straightforward. 

If you read a text-book on composition you will 
probably be advised to start a symphony with a good 
square melodic subject which would firom the first 
clearly define the principal key. Beethoven's first move- 
ment is, as we discover later, in D minor. However, he 
starts off with the chore! of A. major or niinor? 
nobody knows. Where is it leading to? nobody knows. 
OnTEisS.ord^diere is a soft tremolando for the strings, 
above which the first violEs7 violas, and Jbasses begin 
tentotiydfy^pid(^g_out wtat may be the adumbration 
of a theme; the music grows louder and .the theme more 
defined. Then the bassoon .gives the game away by side- 

14 



Beethoven's Choral Symphony 

slipping on to D two bars early. Now the secret is out, 
D minor is the key, and like aljare niountain-ade sud- 
denly seen bleak and grey through a rift in the fog, the 
principal theme appears, a great umson arpeggio" gloomy 
injitss stark nakedness, hereafter called tihe.Jarggggio 
theme'. 

*M*S~~~--~ 

The complete subject is not a square-cut melody, as 
the text-books advise, but a series of short sharply de- 
fined phrases. As each of these is used separately in the 
development of the plot I will quote the theme in full 
as Example I and number the sub-sections a, b, c, d, e, 
f and g. 



EX.I. 




With a rushing scale passage the music dies down and 
we start again, this time on the chord of D (again, major 
or minor? there is no third in the chord). Again the 

t| | 1,-if > fi - A ' Airt^rti***/ t? 

bassoon helped by the horn side-slips two bars early, 
this time to Bb in which key the 'arpeggio theme' bursts 
out once more. 

Now Bb is the key of the next group of themes which 
we are soon to hear. 'Never anticipate the key of your 
second subject/ say the text-books! Having landed in 

15 
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Bb the composer brings us back to D minor by the 
repetition of a short phrase founded on i(b), and 
when we are home again the fact is celebrated by this 
phrase: 

Ex.2. - 

see Ex.le 



m 

|Cr r r 



Tovey calls this a new phrase, but may it not be con- 
sidered as a derivation from i(e and d)? But the point 
is unimportant since the sense of unity is preserved 
and it is a mechanical view of musical structure winch 
considers that this can only be done by unity of 
outline. 

The phrase is repeated in canon and the bass changes 
to F, which is the Dominant of Bb, and an introduc- 
tory phrase ushers in the new key and a row of new 
subjects placed, so to speak, end to end. It is the only 
really Beethoveny phrase in the movement, and is 
therefore not my favourite. Here is the introductory 
passage: 

Ex.3. 




The medianically-minded nineteenth-century roman- 
tics proclaimed this as a foreshadowing of the joy* tune 
quoted in full later (Example 32), as if the mechanical 
feet that the outline is similar could give any spiritual 
affinity to the two themes. It is not thus that one phrase 

16 
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derives from another. Beethoven himself has shown us 
how to do this when later in this movement he makes 



the logical continuation of 




No two themes could be more different in spiritual 
content than Example 3 and Example 32. 

We shall see later in this movement how Beethoven 
foreshadowed his joy' tune. 

Here is the row of new themes which the key of Bb 
suggests to the composer: First a dialogue-melody be- 
tween the various wind instruments accompanied by a 
mysterious semiquaver figure on the strings: 



Ex.4. 




This continues for four bars and is followed by an orna- 
mented repetition a beautiful ornamentation which 
contains a characteristic hovering between major and 

17 
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minor (Gti and Gb) and leads to a similar thought 
further on. 

A great organism like this movement is not merely a 
set of melodies neatly fitted into a pattern, it is a living 
growth, not a mechanical arrangement. One thought 
grows out of another, one idea develops out of a pre- 
vious hint, so that, as in a tree, the topmost leaf and the 
deepest root are parts of one complete whole. 

After a suggestion of i (f), a phrase that is continually 
cropping up, like cement holding the structure together, 
there follows a mysterious scheme of descending scales 
pkyed by the upper strings, with the lower strings con- 
tinually climbing up the scale to meet them. In this there 
is a suggestion of i (e). 

Ex. 5. 




This is repeated with the addition of a few bars. Then 
i(f) becomes 



Ex.6. 




which is repeated in the minor, so that the end of the 
second bar is Gb (= F#). Thus we suddenly find it 
necessary to transpose the rest of the passage to the 
key of Cb (== Blq), where it stays for a few bars, softly 
sounding the first two bars of Example 6. Then the 
scale passages begin again, stressing die alternation 

18 
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between Gb and Gk). Something is surely coining of this 
and that something soon appears. 

Ex.7. 

String? 




Note first the melody with its alternation of major 
and minor, which recurs again and again throughout 
the work. We remember that the opening of the Sym- 
phony, was neutral in JW>de7^tTt"deadS^fercirtiie 
minor, then when the key changed to Bb, the major and 
minor alternations were already hint$4 at. Surely that is 
why at the outset the mode was left so vague. Then note 
the syncopated bass and finally the rhythm of Example 6 
softly tapped out by the drum, a rhythm continually and 
ominously present, prefacing some denouement. 

The excitement increases. The syncopated bass of 
Example 7 pounds on while the upper strings rush about 
in demi-semi-quavers. This phrase is played contrapunt- 
ally by the wind: 

Ex.8. 




punctuated by the trumpets blazing out, (a) of Ex- 
ample 6, which finally takes possession and resolves 
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itself into a great triumphal fanfare in Bb, hereafter 
called the "fanfare theme'. 

Ex.9. 




Here is momentary triumph, a great victorious unison 
growing inevitably from the mysterious distant unison 
of the opening, but the triumph is short lived. The music 
dies down and easily slips back to where we started. On 
that primitive, sexless chord of A, the tremolando, the 
tentative fragments of subject begin again. 

Are we going to go through that tension once more? 
No, there is a difference; listen to those sinister, soft 
barks on the trumpets and drums. We pass, not as before 
to D minor, but through D major^to JS tninor, and here 
the music takes a new guise in the technical language 
the 'devdopment* has begun. 

It may be asked, and was asked by the romanticists, 
why, when classical music passed the period of mere 
pattern-making and seemed to be telling of an adventure 
of the soul, was it necessary to stick to that A.B.A. 
pattern statement, contrast, recapitulation. Why say it 
all over again when it has once already been said. Why 
not a continuous development, as in a story op an epic 
poem? Liszt and his fellow materialistic romanticists, 
who, as we are aware, thought that a 'meaning* must be 
tied on to every piece of music, tried the experiment, 
with the disastrous results which we know so well in 
their symphonic poems. Perhaps their failure is partly 
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due to their intrinsic lack of musical invention and it was 
this very lack which led them away from symmetrical 
pattern into vague meanderings. 

Music^anjndeed portray the very depths of the soul, 
but it does noFHo slTon tEe 'Bnes of a story, but rather 
on those of a building. Symmetry is essential to music's 
vitality, and without it music can no more stand than a 
man without bones, or ari arch without its two support- 
ing pillars. 

Further, the 'recapitulation* in a Beethoven symphony 
is not a mere saying of the same thing twice, but a re- 
statement of the initial ideas now seen in a new light 
derived from all the phases the music has been through 
since it set out on its journey. And these new phases, 
these new lights on old faces are to be found in that part 
of the composition which leads back from the section of 
contrast to the section of restatement, or, to put it archi- 
tecturally, the curve of the arch back to the supporting 
pillar, and this curve is known as the 'development* 
section. 

Beethoven's development in the Ninth Symphony 
differs from his normal technique of development. In 
most of his works in the sonata form the music pursues 
a straight course, steering its way directly to the home 
port. But here there seems, as Grove points out, to be 
a curious hesitancy. Instead of using his thematic material 
as a means of leading directly home he seems rather 
to handle it and meditate on one aspect of it after 
another. 

We shall discuss later the famous passage at the 
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beginning of the Finale where Beethoven passes his first 
three movements in review and dismisses them all. Is he 
not doing the same thing here? considering each detail 
and interrupting his consideration each time by the now 
angry 'fanfare theme' (Example 9). First the bassoon 
discovers that the 'arpeggio theme* (i(a) ) has a melodic 
value which we had not suspected, but this does not last 
long. Again the 'fanfare' theme interrupts, this time on 
a diminished seventh in G minor, and its place is taken 
by i (b) which the oboe discovers also to have melodic 
qualities and which is answered in a short duet by the 
flutes. This leads to a seemingly insignificant, hesitating 
little cadence suggested by the end of Example 2. But 
we shall meet that little phrase again when its full 
tragic importance will be seen. Even so Anna Karenina 
met the little Moujik of her dream and he said the 
seemingly meaningless word at the tragic climax of 
her story. 

Then Beethoven thinks it all out again: First, the 
"arpeggio* phrase, this time given more emotional sig- 
nificance by the strings and by a new turn of phrase. 

Ex. 10. 




Is there some subtle connection between this and 
Example 7? Again the fanfare theme interrupts and 
again the oboes with their version of i(b); again the 
hesitating cadence. 

Then Beethoven seems to make up his mind. Example 
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i(b and c) is no longer to be a softly singing phrase but 
to form part of a vigorous fugato starting in the bass: 



Ex. ii. 




Against this the second violins saw away at a counter 
subject in semiquavers and the upper instruments have 
another counter-subject of syncopated holding notes. At 
last we have got into our stride, title melodic leaps of the 
subject get wider and wider; the music soon quietens 
down again but the movement is maintained, though 
now declining on to the cantabile question-and-answer 
which we heard before. Finally, the semiquavers take 
possession and patter on the wood-wind while the 
basses rise in terms of Example i to meet them. This is 
one of those passages which look nothing on paper but 
are so astounding when heard. Then the semiquavers 
veer over to the strings and become the accompaniment 
to Example 4. Again i(b) reappears with i(c) in the 
bass elongated as in a distorting mirror. Finally the whole 
orchestra joins in a tornado of semiquavers and suddenly 
we are back in D major. No doubtful tonality now! 
The opening is given out with the full orchestra, first in 
D major (F# in die bass), and then changing to D minor 
(Ffci in the bass) ; over this, drums and basses tremolando, 
there enters with full force the opening of the Symphony 
once more, not now in a mysterious pianissimo nor in 
tentative suggestions, but cohering as a vast melody, 
expanding itself in imitative sequences while the drums 
keep up their inexorable roll. 

23 



Beethoven s Choral Symphony 

Of all the great moments in this allegro this seems to 
me the greatest. Writers on Sibelius point out how he is 
apt to gather together the scattered fragments of his 
earlier themes into one great paragraph. This is just 
what Beethoven did here one hundred years previously. 

Such fury cannot last for ever, and without much 
warning the music quietens down and becomes defin- 
itely in D major, and then there follow in succession all 
the themes from Example 3 to Example 9, varied by the 
subde alternations of major and minor so characteristic 
of the whole movement. Especially should the elusive 
alteration of Example 6 be noted. 

So we press on to the 'fanfare 5 phrase, not this time in 
triumphant major but in menacing minor. Are we going 
to finish here? No, Beethoven's inexhaustible fertility 
has still more to say about his great themes which 
he embodies in a gigantic peroration or coda, very 
different from the terse little tail pieces of Haydn and 
Mozart. 

The fanfare ends and we find that by some magic its 
end has become the beginning of a new theme, four 
bars long, made up by some chemical combination out 
of Example i(a and b). 



Ex. 12. 




After twenty-eight bars this leads to Example 5, but 
the trumpets are continuously softly reminding us of the 
'fanfare'; they grow in insistence and gradually sub- 
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merge everything, mounting up step by step surely to 
some great climax. 

Then a miracle happens. Suddenly the clouds lift and 
a mirage, like a vision of joy, appears for the moment, 
or, to put it in technical language, a sudden pianissimo 
supervenes and the themes i(b) and i(c) appear on the 
horn (see the fugato of the development section) in the 
major key for the first time, while the strings hold a 
pedal (A) in five octaves and the oboe gently accom- 
panies with semiquavers. 

Here indeed is a foretaste of the joy* tune, which the 
materially-minded Liszt school were not able to per- 
ceive. For those who have ears to hear the spiritual kin- 
ship is plain. But the light soon dies away. The theme is 
taken up by the strings in four octaves in the minor, first 
softly, then louder and louder, while the wind con- 
tinues a little semiquaver. figure. As the strings get 
louder the wind figure gets drowned, but as they die 
down again it is found that the wind is still persistently 
playing its part a wonderfully poetical conception 
which is, I am sure, intentional. If it is a miscalculation, 
it is a lucky accident. These lucky accidents do happen 
for instance, the unintentional omission of the bassoon 
bass in the Finale, of which more later. 

There is once more a reference to Example 5, which 
leads to a double statement of that seemingly insignifi- 
cant hesitating cadence in the 'development' section. 
Now at last we understand its foil, tragic force. 

But Beethoven has one more surprise in store for us 
the actual ending of the movement. The basses start 
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softly muttering up and down in a chromatic scale, 
while the wind has an entirely new phrase, and in the 
last sixteen bars, too. What will the text-books say? But 
perhaps this theme derives in part from Example i(a). 
In that case honour and the text-books are satisfied. 



Ex. 13- 




Over and over again the phrase repeats itself till it 
bursts with full power into the arpeggio phrase, -and 
with this the movement abruptly ends. 



^SECOND MOVEMENT; MQLZO VIVACE 

Beethoven's symphonic scherzos always retain the 
rhythmical dance nature which the later 'romantic' sym- 
phonists were to discard. Insistent, almost hypnotically 
constant rhythm is characteristic of both this scherzo it- 
self and the 'trio' with which it alternates. In a scheme 
such as this a certain amount of formal regularity is 
essential to its vitality. "We are not surprised, therefore, 
to find that each section is repeated, that there is an exact 
recapitulation of the first part of the scherzo after a 
contrasting section and that after the trio the scherzo is 
repeated in its entirety. 

Rhythmical impulse being the basis of this movement, 
we naturally find that it is dominated by a rhythmical 
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pattern (J. J)J), which is essentially percussive in its 
nature, and that the drum soon finds this out and pro- 
trudes-itself in this fashion in and out of season. 

The opening bars, like, the principal subject of the first 
movement, form the arpeggio of D minor, of which 
the D and A, tonic and fifth, are played by the strings, 
the F, third, by drum solo, a precursor of what is to 
follow, then the D, tonic, again by the whole orchestra 
noiims the drunpts and the .trombones. These latter instru- 
ments Beethoven reserves for later use. All this opening 
is in terms of J. J)J Note also the silent bars. Unlike 
later composers, Mozart, Haydn, and Beethoven seldom 
used their trombones merely to add to the noise but to 
give a solemn, religious or sinister colour to the music. 
After this exordium the movement starts in earnest in 
the shape of a five part fugue for the strings, of which 
this is the subject: 

Ex. 14. 

m ii r r if i i i 



j 

J 



This theme naturally divides into two sections, the open- 
ing rhythmical figure a, and a pattern of crotchets three 
bars long b. It is started by the second violins and played 
by the strings with the wood-wind just punctuating the 
beginning of each bar. 

The subject expands itself for forty-eight bars, chiefly 
in terms of the second half of the subject (Example 
14 (b) ). For the first thirty-six bars the music maintains 
a mysterious pianissimo, but from that point it begins 
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to grow in volume till at the forty-ninth bar the com- 
plete theme bursts out with the full force of the orchestra, 
except for the trombones, and the theme is extended by 
this figure: 
Ex. 15. 




r if r r i"r r r 



This is played twice in D minor, and then again one 
p tone lower. We are evidently heading for C major. 
Surely we should have expected F major or A minor as 
the complementary key? But, no, the choice is C major. 

Beethoven is sometimes accused by the bright young 
things as being too much of a tonic and dominant com- 
poser, and indeed, as, for example, in the C minor 
Symphony, his greatest strokes of musical effect seem 
to grow out of this very tendency. But here, as in other 
works of his third period, he seems to be breaking away 
from this tonal scheme. Was he on the brink of a fourth 
period? We shall never know. 

On the dominant chord of C major Beethoven intro- 
duces a new theme: 

Ex. 16. 






This is the bare outline of the melody, what it sounds 
like, but in the score it does not look like this because it 
is divided up between the instruments. In Beethoven the 
melodic outline is ever present, but it does not always 
leap to the eye. We should remember Wagner's dictum: 
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"The business of a conductor is to find out where the 
melody lies/ 

This leads to a definite new theme in C major, in 
technical language the 'second subject'. 

Ex. 17. 




r in r ir 



It is played by the wood-wind while the strings con- 
tinue to pound away at (a) of Example 14. This passage 
is the best-known example of Beethoven's dynamic mis- 
calculation. If the passage is played just as it stands it is 
almost impossible to hear the wood-wind melody 
against the hammering strings. Various conductors have 
suggested various remedies, which need not detain us 
here; none of them is quite satisfactory. When con- 
sidering this and similar miscalculations we must re- 
member that Beethoven never heard his work played. 
There is hardly a composer however keen his orchestral 
sense who does not wish to revise a few miscalculations 
after a first hearing. This was denied to Beethoven. 
Similarly, for a different reason, Schubert never heard 
his C major Symphony; if he had he would without 
doubt have corrected a parallel miscalculation at the 
end of his first movement. There are orchestral mis- 
calculations even in Wagner, which any composer less 
conceited than he would certainly have corrected in 
performance. 

But to return to our analysis: this 'second subject* 
leads to a series of two-bar sequences founded on the 
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to grow in volume till at the forty-ninth bar the com- 
plete theme bursts out with the full force of the orchestra, 
except for the trombones, and the theme is extended by 
this figure: 

Ex. 15. 




JP^N 



This is played twice in D minor, and then again one 
tone lower. We are evidently heading for C major. 
Surely we should have expected F major or A minor as 
the complementary key? But, no, the choice is C major. 
N Beethoven is sometimes accused by the bright young 
things as being too much of a tonic and dominant com- 
poser, and indeed, as, for example, in the C minor 
Symphony, his greatest strokes of musical effect seem 
to grow out of this very tendency. But here, as in other 
works of his third period, he seems to be breaking away 
from this tonal scheme. Was he on the brink of a fourth 
period? We shall never know. 

On the dominant chord of C major Beethoven intro- 
duces a new theme: 

Ex. 16. 



$ 
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This is the bare outline of the melody, what it sounds 
like, but in the score it does not look like this because it 
is divided up between the instruments. In Beethoven the 
melodic outline is ever present, but it does not always 
leap to the eye. We should remember Wagner's dictum: 
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"The business of a conductor is to find out where the 
melody lies/ 

This leads to a definite new theme in C major, in 
technical language the 'second subject'. 

Ex. 17. 



%r crif * r in r in 



It is played by the wood-wind while the strings con- 
tinue to pound away at (a) of Example 14. This passage 
is the best-known example of Beethoven's dynamic mis- 
calculation. If the passage is played just as it stands it is 
almost impossible to hear the wood-wind melody 
against the hammering strings. Various conductors have 
suggested various remedies, which need not detain us 
here; none of them is quite satisfactory. When con- 
sidering this and similar miscalculations we must re- 
member that Beethoven never heard his work played. 
There is hardly a composer however keen his orchestral 
sense who does not wish to revise a few miscalculations 
after a first hearing. This was denied to Beethoven. 
Similarly, for a different reason, Schubert never heard 
his C major Symphony; if he had he would without 
doubt have corrected a parallel miscalculation at the 
end of his first movement. There are orchestral mis- 
calculations even in Wagner, which any composer less 
conceited than he would certainly have corrected in 
performance. 

But to return to our analysis: this 'second subject 1 
leads to a series of two-bar sequences founded on the 
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opening theme, Example 14, which in its turn leads to 
this- note the six-bar rhythm: 

Ex. 18. 




f r r ir ir r ir r 71 



This may be a rhythmical alteration of Example 17. And 
finally to a cadence figure, thus: 

Ex. 19. 

A _ -*_ 

^ 




Before we go further I want to pause a moment on the 
theme in six-bar rhythm, Example 18. There is a 
quaint idea prevalent that Beethoven and other 'class- 
ical' composers are rhythmically 'square', while the 
'modern' composers are rhythmically 'free'. Nothing 
could be further from the truth. As a matter of fact, 
Haydn is less square than Beethoven, and Beethoven is 
less square than Wagner, of whose Tristan it has been 
stated that the whole three acts can be parcelled out into 
four-bar phrases. When we become still more modern 
as in Debussy, the squareness becomes even more ap- 
parent, whole sections of his work consisting of two- 
bar sections each played twice. While when we come to 
Stravinsky and Prokofiev, one may almost say that every 
other two bars of their compositions could be cut out 
without losing any music: some people might feel 
inclined to add that the same is true of the pairs of bars 
which remain! I can never understand why it is 'old- 
fashioned' to have exact repetitions arranged in an 
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architectural order, while it is 'modern' to arrange the 
repetitions in pairs. To my mind the one is like an archi- 
tect designing an arch, while the other is like an orator 
who habitually repeats the last sentence while he is 
thinking of what to say next. 

After the cadence, a few bars of Example 14 (a) lead 
back to a repetition of all the first part from the 
beginning of the fugue. These few bars of leading back, 
slight as they may seem, are in a way the most important 
in the movement: 

rhythmically: note the silent bars to complete the 
phrases. Beethoven was capable of keeping up the 
rhythmical impulse in silence as well as in sound. 

harmonically: this middle cadence, as we know, is in 
C major. The opening to which we must get back 
is in D minor. There is no obvious relationship 
between the two keys. 

Here is the harmonic scheme of Beethoven's return 
to D minor: 

Ex. 20. 



T 



f^ " 
r r 

Now this is what is known as a 'modal' cadence it 
seems either to hark back to Palestrina or forward to 
Moussorgsky. There is, so far as I know, nothing like it 
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in the earlier Beethoven. What is this progression doing 
in the work of the "apostle of the tonic and dominant'? 
The composer who in the fifth symphony had achieved 
his master strokes of power and originality by the use 
of these universal progressions of eighteenth-century 
harmony? 

We find this same reaching out to new vistas and 
new horizons in others of Beethoven's later works, 
notably the 'Lydian Hymn', and parts of the Mass in D. 

When we consider these passages we are led to a still 
further line of thought. The Ninth Symphony is gener- 
ally regarded as the consummation of all that has gone 
before it, as the perfection, with the possible exception 
of the choral finale, of Beethoven's art. But is that the 
case? Is it not really an adventure into new territory, an 
imperfect and experimental work of art, stepping for- 
ward into an unknown region, but occasionally retreat- 
ing on to familiar ground? Is not the symphony great, 
perhaps because of its very experiments, hesitations and 
imperfections, the sudden changes of style, the tentative 
nature of some of the choral writing? Is Beethoven in 
this symphony truly venturing 

toward the unknown region 
where neither ground is for the feet 
nor any path to follow? 

Was Beethoven looking into a region where even he 
could not see clearly? Are not the great moments great 
for the very reason that the composer is seeing, as in a 
glass darkly, what no one has ever seen before or since? 
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After the repeat the curious quasi-modal passage 
extends itself till it lands us in the key of E minor. 
There is a strange pause on the third beat of the bar 



and die development of the fugue starts. The 
bassoon leads off, but in three-bar rhythm, cutting out 
the last bar of the subject; this leads to a wonderful 
passage, the drum, the 'enfant terrible' of this move- 
ment, always butting in where it is not wanted, now 
takes charge of the situation. The key has shifted to 
F major so that the drummer comes into his own and 
thunders out the first bar of the subject Example I4(a) 
alone, while the rest of the orchestra completes the three- 
bar phrase for him. Then with a sly wink and a magical 
diminuendo, the drum misses a bar and plays his figure 
on the second bar of the three while the orchestra con- 
tinues its crochets. 

The key changes, the drum has to yield to trumpets 
and horns, who kindly oblige with the notes the 
drummer cannot play having only two drums at his 
disposal. Then we find ourselves back in the principal 
key, D minor, and the oboe carries on the good work. 
Suddenly, and without warning, the rhythm changes 
back to four-bar phrases, a stretto starts in the bass, there 
is a momentary diversion to Eb, back to D minor, and 
a great crescendo on a dominant pedal leads back to 
the subject in its fortissimo form. All this, while the 
trumpets, horns, and the drummer, whenever he can 
fit it in, pound away consistently on the metrical 
figure J. J)J 
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From this tutti onwards the whole of the first part is 
recapitulated, with certain extensions and alterations to 
allow for changes of key and mode, minor or major, 
including the strange leading-back passage. 

After a final crescendo, the time quickens and leads to 
this angry outburst, which is as a matter of fact a fore- 
shortening of the opening phrase: 

Ex. 21. 




A blare on the trombone, its first appearance, announces 
a new section and a new theme: in technical language 
the 'Trio' of the scherzo. This melody is what Tovey 
calls 'as old as the art of music'. Perhaps it is this primi- 
tive agelessness that gives the extraordinary newness to 
the music, that makes it something unlike anything 
before or since. 

It consists of the notes of the scale of D up to A, and 
then back again, like the Duke of York and his ten 
thousand men. One is reminded of the schoolboy who 
said: 1 could have written all that Shakespeare stuff my- 
self if I'd only thought of it/ 

Absolute simplicity is beyond the reach of any but 
the greatest. 

Here is the melody: 

Ex. 22. 




It is played by the wind only, with a moving bass on the 
bassoon, four times through without alteration. Then 
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the strings with their rich warm colour have an answer- 
ing phrase five bars long, repeated at once in varied 
form. Example 22 re-appears, this time on the horn, 
with soft light crotchets on the strings, a vision of distant 
blessedness. Did not Gluck use this same type of melody 
for his Elysian fields? The Elysian vision swells out 
louder and then dies away in soft, rich chords on the 
trombones; the blessed calm continues to the end except 
for one final cry of regret from the violins. And all of a 
sudden we are back in the battering turmoil of the 
scherzo. 

Before leaving the trio there is one technical point to 
be noticed. According to the modern editions the tempo 
of this trio is o = 116: impossibly fast. Recent scholar- 
ship has, I think, proved that this is a misreading for 

J = 116 : absurdly slow. Wise conductors obey neither 
marking but take a middle course. 

After the trio the scherzo is repeated note for note in 
its entirety, and we even overlap into the trio again, but 
the blessed vision breaks off abruptly, and with the 
savage outburst, Example 21, the movement suddenly 
stops. 

I usually dislike Beethoven's jokes intensely. But this 
savage piece of humour is in an entirely different cate- 
gory from, say, the bassoon octaves in the finale of the 
Eighth Symphony. 

So ends this amazing movement, so absolutely 
un-'Beethoveny', ^and yet the very quintessence of 
Beethoven. ~~ 
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THIRD MOVEMENT ADAGIO MOLTO 

Here we are back at real 'period* Beethoven, j and 
therefore this is the movement wKch Ilike least. I know 
that it is all my own fault, and that the ^ opening^melody 
is beautiful and the first episode exquisite. I know" that 
in my mind, but not in my heart. I cannot get out of 
my head the picture of Beethoven playing the piano- 
forte in a fashionable Viennese salon. 

And yet there are that wonderful other-worldly third 
Variation, or interlude, the vision of unknown regions 
in the coda, and the unfathomable sigh of regret at the 
end. Truly, this symphony is an inexplicable mystery. 

Technically this slow movement may be described as 
a set of variations separated by episodes. 

I. There is an introduction, two bars long, played 
chiefly by the wood-wind and founded on two notes 
out of the main theme. 

The theme itself is as follows: 



Ex.23. Strings 
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The general scheme of this melody, as will be seen, is 
that it is played by the strings and that the end of each 
phrase is echoed by the wind. At the end of the last 
phrase an 'interrupted cadence* leads to the key of D. 

IL Here is the melody of the episode, with a counter 
melody which only comes in at its second appearance: 

Ex. 24. 




Then by a masterly stroke of simplicity, we find our- 
selves back in Bb- 

EL First Variation, an ornamentation of the melody 
by the first violins; the echoes by the wood-wind are 
not ornamented. 



Ex. 25. 




Again we have the 'interrupted cadence', but this time 
it leads to Gr majgr. 

IV. Episode repeated, but this time in G major and 
with a new counter melody. 



Ex.26. 



At the end an exactly parallel modulation to that of its 
first appearance leads to Eb- 

V. Second VariationTX free fantasia on the theme, 
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Tovey prefers to call it an interlude, the nomenclature 
does not matter. The point is that it is one of those 
beautiful, far-off visions of happy things which have 
already been noticed so frequently in this symphony. 

The key isJEb. The clarinet starts off with the first two 
bars of the theme, Example 23 (a and b), in its primitive 
form. It proceeds to ornament the continuation of the 
theme in this beautiful manner worthy of Bach at his 
best. O si sic omnia. 



Ex. 27. 



Meanwhile, far below, the fourth horn booms out 
suggestions of the opening bar of the theme. This is the 
famous passage which Beethoven wrote especially for 
his friend the fourth horn-player, who possessed one of 
those new-fangled Valve horns'. Then the key changes 
to Cb and the horn takes up the ornamentation, 
Example 27, with magical effect. 

Meanwhile, the strings accompany with soft plucked 
notes in triplets, which during the last three bars develop 
into an arpeggio figure accompanying a sort of cadenza 
on the horn. Alas, all too soon, the music fades into the 
light of common day. The key returns to Bb and we 
reach the Third Variation. The wood-wind plays the 
theme in its simple form, but in compound 12/8 time, 
not simple 4/4 time, while the lower strings continue 
their pizzicato triplets and the first violins jump about 
in, to my mind, rather trivial arabesques. Sensible 
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conductors keep these well in the background, as the 
merest accompaniment to the melody. Note, however, 
an entrancing swaying passage for the horn toward the 
end, which foreshadows the 'modern* treatment of the 
instrument. 

Coda. The trumpets sound and wake us out of our 
complacency but only momentarily; another variation 
begins, a very beautiful variant of the opening phrase 
played by the first violins and echoed by the flute. I do 
wish, however, that Beethoven had not added that 
mechanical ornamentation in the second bar. 
Ex.28. 




The theme is continued in the bass but is cut short by 
the menacing sound of the trumpets once again. Then 
follows this mysterious organ-like passage which it is 

Ex.29. 
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worth while to quote at length though this condensa- 
tion can, of course, give no idea of the wonderful colour 
scheme. 

Wliat is the meaning of this stupendous passage? It 
stands apart, alone and unexplained, like Stonebenge on 
the Wiltshire Downs. Its isolation is in no way affected 
by the technical fact that it is built up on the opening bar 
of the theme. 

Then once again the variant Example 28 returns, this 
time to lead to the second part of the theme. 

Finally a new idea is hinted at, over the throbbing of 
the strings and the gentle tapping of the drums: 

Ex. 30. 




Is it possible that this is a reminiscence of the beautiful 
phrase (Example 7) 




in the first movement? 

At last, with a reference to Example 23, the move- 
ment quietly ends. 

FOURTH MOVEMENT FINALE 

Now Hell breaks loose! Wagner thought it an in- 
adequate Hell, and wanted to improve it: his emenda- 
tions are chiefly concerned with the trumpet parts. 
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The opening .chord .of the Finale is this grinding 
discord 




But the trumpetsjand horns .in Beethoven's day were 
incapable of playing bq&jti chord of D minor and 
the discordant Bb> which, therefore, had to be left to 
the wood-wind, who, it must be confessed, perform 
the task rathgt feebly. Also Beethoven had a disconcert- 
ing habit, here and elsewhere in his tuttis, of putting 
notes for the trumpets where their 'natural' scale fitted 
in to the harmony, and leaving them out where they 
did not, which gives a scrappy sound to the music. 
Wagner wished to use the possibilities of the modern 
trumpet to fill in these gaps, but with doubtful success. 
It seems that the only thing to do is to take Beethoven 
for better, for worse, as we find Trim. At all events, the 
"harsh din* is Hellish enough to arouse a cry of remon- 
strance from the orchestral basses. Again die din, and 
once more the protest from the basses. They seem to be 
looking for some great tune which should solve all the 
doubt and dismay of what has gone before. How about 
the first movement? says the orchestra again rejection 
and despair by the basses. The scherzo is next suggested; 
angry dismissal by the basses. Surely, then, the slow 
movement was good? *Ah! that was lovely,' the basses 
seem softly to sigh, 'but it won't do now. Quick! let us 
find the solution of our troubles before it is too late 
before joy is lost for ever I* 
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Then the wood-wind answers: 'There used in the 
Golden Age to be a tune which went somehow like 
this: 



Ex. 31. 
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'That's it/ say the basses, 'we are saved; joy will once 
more be ours', and with that they start softly, serenely, 
and seriously to hum to themselves their 'immortal 
chant of old' the *Jy' tune as it shall hereafter be 
called. 



Ex. 32. 
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Then the violas take up the tune still softly, but 
with full voice, while the cellos join them in a loving 
unison: the first bassoon improvises a heavenly descant, 
while the double basses far below murmur a deep 
foundation. 

It has been proved by musicologists that Beethoven 
intended the second bassoon to play with the double 
basses here, as all good bassoons should when the double 
basses are left alone, vide Prout's Orchestration Primer, 
and that in printing the score it was accidentally 
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omitted. The omission is one of those lucky accidents 
on which masterpieces often depend; the unobtrusive 
murmur of the double basses would be quite spoilt by 
a snorting bassoon. 

Then the violins sing the tune, the bassoon helping 
from time to time, and the lower strings play sonorous 
counter-melodies, and lastly the trumpets take up the 
theme and make it into a solemn march. 

After this last repetition Beethoven adds the refrain 
already discussed in these notes, which is, of course, 
suggested by the last phrase of the tune. This is ex- 
tended, modulating in a perfectly orthodox fashion to 
the dominant A major, and we are led to expect a 
'second subject' in regular symphonic form. But sud- 
denly the composer appears to change his mind, a little 
wraith of a subject appears in an uncertain manner, both 
as to tonality and tempo, there is an angry outburst, and 
suddenly Hell breaks loose again with renewed force. 
This time it is rebuked, not by the orchestral basses, but 
by the human voice crying out to them to cease this 
din and to sing of joy. 

What are we to make of all these hesitations, these 
apparent changes of purpose, which, as we have seen, 
are characteristic of the symphony as a whole? 

If we knew only the printed page and knew nothing 
of the historical facts, we might well guess that Bee- 
thoven originally designed a purely instrumental Finale 
on 'sonata' lines, that he changed his mind and decided 
instead on a choral conclusion, but that he forgot when 
he sent the work to the printers to cut out the discarded 
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version: if this were indeed so, we should have to count 
it as another lucky accident, for we should have lost 
some of the most beautiful pages in the whole of 
music. 

The choral Finale may be, desqtibsd, technically as a 
set of variations with episodes* like tbja^low movement. 

After aft initial shout of 'Freude, Freude!, the bass 
soloist sings the joy' tune to the words of Schiller's 
Ode to Joy. The melody is in the bass, while the oboe 
plays a joyful litde counter-melody. The chorus joins 
in when the second half of the melody is played. Between 
each variation .the refrain is repeated. 

The first variation is not much more than a repetition 
of the theme with different texture, sung by the solo 
voices while the chorus joins in as before, but this time 
in four-part harmony. The second variation is an orna- 
mentation of the theme in quavers, which has already 
been referred to in these notes. Like the first variation 
it is sung by the solo voices and taken up by the chorus. 
Again the refrain follows, this time covered by heavy 
minim chords for the voices, and the variation finishes 
with a shattering modulation to F major on the words 
Vor Gott' ('before God'). I once played this passage 
to a pupil well versed in 'modern' harmony. I shall 
never forget her cry of surprise and delight at this 
modulation. 

There is a pause: then what are we to expect? Well, 
Beethoven was a truly religious man, and was therefore 
not ashamed to place earthly jollity cheek by jowl with 
deep adoration. 
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Softly we hear the grant of the bassoon and the 
thump of the big drum^gradually there emerges ajplly 
marching tune, a,variant of the *Jy* tune. This is,^I 
beK^ve, th^inusic which deeply shocked tii_ Victorian 
Beethovenites. 

Ex. 33- 




It is played chiefly by the wind, band^very softly. Tie 
army jsf jpy^fr^flotn^is .adyfflcing in the, disJC3&ce. 
Beethoven, great artist that he was, had no false shame 
in introducing this 'Turkish Patrol* effect. Then, against 
the march tune, a man's voice is heard singing prob- 
ably a drunken soldier. (Fewer-trunken I assure you, 
Sir George Grove!) He is without doubt a Welshman, 
for he is obviously singing a 'Penillion* to the principal 
melody, though he probably has not obeyed all the rules 
of *Penillion 5 singing. Gradually his companions join in, 
and the song culminates in a lusty shout. 

Incidentally, it should be noted that Schiller's text 
here refers to the March of the Stars across the heavens. 
Beethoven evidently considered that the stars were jolly 
good fellows, fond of a rousing chorus, fond of a glass 
of beer and a kiss from the barmaid. 

As the chorus finishes, the orchestra takes up the tale 
with a double fugue of daemoniac energy. 

Here are the two subjects. One, it will be seen, is made 
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up on the march tune; the other is a rhythmical variant 
of the 'Joy' tune. 

Ex.34- 




Wagner, I believe, says that this figure 'means' the 
hero rushing into the fight. This unfortunate explana- 
tion has been the cause of much bad music by later 
composers, culminating in that outrageous piece of 
ineptitude, the 'battle' from Ein Heldenleben. It may be 
objected that I myself have also been giving a material 
meaning to Beethoven's music. This is far from my 
intention, I know fidl well that great music has no mean- 
ing in the material seme, and caancit be explained in 
terms of earthly facts. But^Hfce all writers on music, I 
find it a convenient way ? occasionally, of uttmg'into 
words the scheme of the music. 

The fugue continues with unabated exuberance for 
about a hundred bars. The quaver subject is unceasing, 
altering and extending itself as the occasion requires. 
The 'march' subject splits itself up into two phrases, a 
and b. Finally, b conquers and lands us on an F#, the 
dominant of B, when die rhythm only is repeated; then 
comes a diminuendo on the horns. 

The 'Joy* tune puts in a claim, sadly: 'Have you for- 
gotten me?' 'No,' shouts the chorus, and plunges hurly- 
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burly into the *Jy* t ^ ne while the strings scamper 
around in excited quavers. 

I know no parallel to this moment except perhaps the 
great 'Battle Piece', No. 5 of Bach's Cantata, Bin Feste 
Burg. 

The music ends abruptly: there is a silence. Then the 
trombones sound (for the first time since the scherzo) 
and the men's voices declare the brotherhood of man. 

Ex. 35. men's voices 
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The full choir repeats the strain, then the orchestra, 
joined later by the chorus, with hushed voices gives the 
reason, that it is because man, lowly as he is, is made in 
God's image. 

Ex.36. 
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AWe the Towering from, minor fo ma/or - cf 1st Movement 
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Never has the mystery of the jwivocse, been so por- 
trayed. Note die strange colour of the strings, without 
violins or double bases, enriched by the soft tones of 
low flutes, clarinets, and bassoons^ Note also the strange 
quasi-modal melodic and harmonic scheme. 

Then, at ti^jKQ^ds *He lives beyond the stars', first a 
great shout and then an awe-struck whisper, we seem 
to see the whole star-studded universe and for a moment 
to penetrate into the mystery which lies beyond. 

The great shout is on the chord of E|?. The whisper 
is on this harmony. 




On this chord the strings shimmer, the wind throbs, the 
trombones and lower voices hold soft chords, while 
the women's voices murmur, or should do so, in their 
highest register. Alas, how seldom this supreme creation 
makes its effect in performance. I usually disbelieve 
those who declare that they prefer reading a score to 
hearing it. But in this case I dread this passage in per- 
formance, and even when it is well done, I breathe a 
sigh of relief when it is over. If ever I have the presump- 
tion and the good fortune to conduct this symphony, I 
shall feel inclined to give this passage to a semi-chorus 
of picked voices, and to let the second sopranos sing 
the cruelly high alto part. It may be worth noticp that 
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Brahms thought this passage worth cribbing for his 
Requiem. 

Then joy breaks out again, joined with the assurance 
of the brotherhood of man in another wildly exciting 
double fugue, or rather, it would be wildly exciting 
when sung by a choir of supermen and women; of the 
two subjects, the upper is a rhythmical variant of the 
*Joy 5 tune and the lower a version of the 'brotherhood 
of man' theme. 



Ex.37. 




Freude^schoner Got-ter-funken Tochteraus E-ty~si-um- 
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e/rf_ urn - schlun-gen mil - // - - o nen! 

There is also a third subject or rather an gaculation 



* Freu - del 

which is thrown about from voice'to voice. 
^^The fugue rises to its highest point at the famous 
passage where the sopranos hold the high A for twelve 
bars, a terror to the average choralist. Then, at the very 
height of the excitement, a sudden hush; again we 
ponder in awe and wonderment on the deity and man's 
likeness to him. 

This soft unison, these augmented intervals, the re- 
peated notes: are they not well worn devices for expres- 
sing mystery in dighteenth-century music? So is the 
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Ex.38. 







mr 



diminished seventh of Bach's 'Barabbas' a well-worn 
device; so are the chromatic scales in Beethoven's 
pastoral thunder-storm. But when a master hand guides 
these devices, they remain ever new and startling, and 
excite us more each time we hear them; while the far- 
fetched tricks of lesser composers seem stale even the 
first time. 

This section ends with a great shout, 'brothers', and 
then the music softly and beautifully dies away as we 
once more contemplate the stars and the mysteries that 
lie behind them. Quite naturally, there succeeds to this 
a mood of childlike happiness. Beethoven did not put on 
his top hat when he went to church; indeed, if he had 
lived in modern times he would probably have joined 
the Salvation Army. At all events he could pass without 
any feeling of impropriety from awe-full wonderment 
to simple merriment, then back to the emotion of 
deeply-felt joy ; and without a break to riotous junketing. 

I am of old and young, 
of the foolish as much as the wise, 

Regardless of others, ever regardful of others, 

Maternal as well as paternal, 
a child as well as a man, 

Stuffed with the stuff that is coarse 
and stuffed with the stuff that is fine, . . . 
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The strings trip lightly on to the scene in terms of 
the *Jby' tune. 

Then follow these two child-like tunes, the second of 
which is incidentally a canon in four parts. 



Ex. 39- 



Ex. 40. 





Have these tunes a spiritual kinship with the 'Elysian* 
tune in the scherzo? 

The chorus now takes its share, adding a great shout 
*All men shall be brothers' but suddenly the voices are 
hushed when they sing of the 'soft wings of Joy\ Then 
the music repeats itself in shortened form; again we have 
the great shout of brotherhood, and again the hush, but 
this time it takes the form of that famous vocal cadenza 
which Brahms was, again, not ashamed to crib in his 
Requiem. Especially magical is the final cadence. The 
voices reach the chord of B major, with the sopranos 
holding the high B, then gently drop to F# while the 
alto sounds Dtj, nuking the chord of B minor. Then 
the bass voice softly slides down to A and we are back in 
the home key: this progression has been foreshadowed 
earlier in the movement. 

The orchestra takes up the idea with gusto: B, A, B, 
A, it repeats, over and over again, with ever-increasing 
speed, until at last we burst into the final unrestrained 



Beethoven s Choral Symphony 

jubilation. No Sunday school about this, no angel choirs 
but real rowdy human beings: 

Pour out the wine without restraint or stay, 
Pour not by cups but by the belly full, 
Pour out to all that will. 

Tlie drums thump, the cymbals crash, the trumpets 
blare, the chorus sing this atrociously vulgar tune: 

Ex. 41. 
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which nevertheless, or perhaps, therefore, is one of the 
great inspirations of the symphony. But 



one more act of daring up his sleeve. Tile cHmax^to. all 
this rowdyism is a sudden chorale-likejpaean in praise of 
Joy, 'the daughter of Elysium'. Then. puce, more the 
drums beat, the cymbals clash, the trumpets blare and 
in twenty quick bars the symphony is over. 

(1939-40) 



II 
The Letter and the Spirit 

Whereto serve ears if that there be no sound? 

LORD VAUX 

THAT the art of music is essentially one of sound 
is a proposition which would seem too obvious 
to need proof- 
Yet it is the opinion of many people that the really 
musical man prefers not to hear music, but gets at his 
music silently by reading itto himself as he would a book. 
Many years ago there appeared in Punch a picture 
illustrating the supposed growth in the near future of 
musical appreciation; the barrel organ was to be re- 
placed by itinerant conductors turning over the leaves 
of scores and beating time. The picture represents two 
street-boys reading the score and watching the con- 
ductor, while the following conversation takes place: 
"Eavenly adagio ain't it, Bill?' 'Yes, but he takes the 
tempo too accelerate/ 

Now Mr. Punch may be taken as always representing 
faithfully the average point of view. This then, is the 
average opinion, that when the street-boy becomes 
really musical he will no longer want to hear music but 
will be content to look at it. And this theory has the 
sanction of some of our acknowledged leaders of 
musical thought. 

Sir Henry Hadow, in an address lately published with 
the imprimatur of the President of the Board of Educa- 
tion, says: '. . . It is a very low order of education which 
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does not enable a person to read a page or write a letter 
without reading the words aloud. The same degree of 
education which enables us to read a page of Shakespeare 
to ourselves would enable us equally well to read a page 
of Beethoven/ 

Again Dr. Arthur Somervell is reported to have said 
at an educational conference: 'When we go into a shop 
to buy a book we do not ask the salesman to read over 
a few passages to us, in order that we may see if we 
like it: we read for ourselves. Yet widi music how 
many there are who ask that the piece shall be "tried 
over" for them before they buy. They ought instead 
to be able to read it for themselves without playing or 
singing/ 

And to quote once again, die very distinguished 
amateur musician, Alexander Ewing, in a letter to 
Dr. Ethel Smyth wrote: 'A work of Bach's . . . exists 
for us on paper and in performance: two kinds of exist- 
ence, differing in degree perhaps, but the one as real as 
the other/ 

I venture to believe that the opinions quoted above 
are founded on a fallacy namely, that to read silently 
a page of Beethoven is the exact counterpart of reading 
silently a page of Shakespeare. 

Before going any further may we take it that the 
object of an art is to obtain a partial revelation of diat 
which is beyond human senses and human faculties 
of that, in fact, which is spiritual? And that the means 
we employ to induce this revelation are those very 
senses and faculties themselves? 

54 



The Letter and the Spirit 

The human, visible, audible and intelligible media 
which artists (of all kinds) use, are symbols not of other 
visible and audible things but of what lies beyond sense 
and knowledge. 

The symbols of the painter are those which can be 
appreciated by the eye colour, shapes and the appear- 
ance of natural objects; the symbols of the poet are 
words and their meaning; and the symbols of the musical 
composer are those of the ear musical sounds in their 
various combinations. To say that poetry when read 
aloud uses the symbol of sound is only to say that poetry 
then borrows to a slight extent from the sister art of 
music. But to realize how little part the ear plays in the 
poetic scheme one has only to imagine the spiritual 
effect of, say, Homer declaimed aloud to two listeners, 
one who did, and the other who did not, understand 
Greek. If the sound was a large factor in poetry the 
spiritual effect on both hearers would be nearly equal: 
as it is we know that the effect of declamation in an 
unknown language is almost negligible, and the re- 
action to the stimulus must be referred to music rather 
than to poetry. To a listener who understands the mean- 
ing of the words the actual sound of those words has a 
powerful emotional effect but only in connection with 
the meaning and association of the words spoken. When 
a poem is read in silence the sound is absent, but the 
meaning of the words with all they symbolize is still 
there. 

Where is the symbolic effect of a printed page of 
music? Can a page of musical notes and a page of poetry 
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be compared in any way? It seems absurd to ask such a 
question; yet it is necessary, because there is a wide- 
spread notion (shared as we have seen by some of the 
most distinguished musical thinkers) that a printed page 
of music is the exact parallel of a painted picture or a 
printed poem. 

The art of music differs from poetry and painting in 
this, that it involves two distinct processes that of 
invention and that of presentation. It is just possible that 
in very primitive kinds of musical improvisation the 
acts of invention and presentation may be simultaneous. 
But it is difficult to say there are any cases in which the 
act of invention did not slightly precede the act of 
presentation; at all events in the ordinary case of a com- 
poser singing or playing his own composition he is 
simply acting in a dual capacity, first that of composer 
and then that of performer; the two processes are quite 
distinct. 

In the other arts this is not so; the invention and 
presentation are one process. The painter paints his 
picture, and it is a complete work of art; all that is 
needed further is a pair of eyes and the heart and mind 
to realize what one sees. The poet writes his poem, and 
there it is for everyone who has learnt to read and who 
understands the meaning of words. But a musical com- 
position when invented is only half finished, and until 
actual sound is produced that composition does not exist. 

How then is the musical composer to make his inven- 
tion live in actual sound? If it is a single line of melody 
or capable of being played on one instrument he may 
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be able to complete the work himself. But how if his 
invention requires more than one voice or instrument? 
Then he must seek out others who are capable of making 
the sounds he desires and must instruct them when and 
where to make the sounds. For this purpose a clumsy 
and imprecise code of written signals has been evolved, 
which by convention indicate that certain sounds are 
to be made. 

This code of signals or series of orders is known as a 
musical score, and has about as much to do with music 
as a time-table has to do with a railway journey. 

What the musical composer, in effect, says to his per- 
formers is: C I desire to produce a certain spiritual result 
on certain people; I hope and believe that if you blow, 
and scrape, and hit in a particular manner this spiritual 
effect will result. For this purpose I have arranged with 
you a code of signals in virtue of which, whenever you 
see a certain dot or dash or circle, you will make a par- 
ticular sound; if you follow these directions closely my 
invention will become music, but until you make the 
indicated sounds my music does not exist! 

So a musical score is merely an indication of potential 
music, and moreover it is a most clumsy and ill-devised 
indication. How dumsy it is may be seen from the 
importance of the "individual renderings' of any piece 
of music. If a composer could indicate what he wanted 
with any precision there would be no room for this; as 
it is, two singers or players may follow faithfully the 
composer's intentions as given in the written notes and 
produce widely different results. 
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Under our present system of musical notation the 
composer can give only the most general indication of 
what he wishes. Perhaps future generations will devise 
something more precise; though whether this will be 
an advantage is doubtful. 

The art of music, then, requires two minds (or one 
mind acting in two distinct ways) to produce the final 
result: the inventor and the presenter, or, in other words, 
the composer and the performer. If the composer is wise 
he will not try to make his score fool-proof, but will 
wait for that twin-mind which will translate his 
imaginings into sound, and consummate that marriage 
of true minds which alone can give his music life. 

It is, of course, not to be denied that the power to 
realize to a certain extent by visual inspection what 
sounds will result from this code of signals (in other 
words to read a score) is an almost necessary part of a 
musician's equipment; but this power will not make him 
musical, any more than the knowledge of machinery 
which is necessary to a watchmaker enables him to tell 
the time. It is also true that the pleasure and exaltation 
of spirit of a certain kind is the result of this power; more 
especially is this true of the pleasure of memory evoked 
by reading the score of a well-known and often heard 
work. 

A musical score is like a map. The expert map reader 
can tell fairly exactly what sort of country he is going 
to visit, whether it is hilly or flat, whether the hills are 
steep or gradual, whether it is wooded or bare, what 
the roads are likely to be; but can he experience from 
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a map the spiritual exaltation when a wonderful view 
spreads before his eyes, or the joy of careering downhill 
on a bicycle or, above all, the sense of rest and comfort 
induced by the factual realization of those prophetic 
letters 'P.H.'? 

So it is with music; the pleasure and profit of reading 
a score silently is at the best purely intellectual, at the 
worst it is nothing more than the satisfaction of having 
accomplished a difficult task successfully. It is not the 
pleasure of music. This can be achieved through the ear 
only. 

In what does being 'musical' consist? It should be 
possible to be a first-rate musician and yet not be able 
to read a note of music, never to have heard of Bach or 
Beethoven, nor to know by sight the difference between 
an oboe and an organ; and conversely it is possible to 
know all these things and yet be no musician. 

To be really musical one must be able to hear. The 
ear must be sensitive, the mind must be quick to grasp 
what the ear has heard and see its connection with what 
has gone before, and to be prepared for what is to come, 
and above all the imagination must be vivid, to see the 
glimpses of the heart of things which the composer has 
crystallized into earthly sound. 

To educate a child in music is to teach him to hear; 
then, and then only, is he a musician. I am far from 
saying that the power to read music, the knowledge of 
musical history, an intelligent interest in the technique 
of instruments will not be a great help to him when 
once he has learnt to love music, but they must never 
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be allowed to take the place of music; we must first 
seek the Kingdom of God and all these things will be 
added unto us. 

How does the composer invent? Does he hear the 
melodies and harmonies he makes with the mind's ear 
only? But what is it which he invents? Not the Httle 
bkck dots which he puts down on paper but the actual 
sounds those bkck dots represent. He wishes to be in 
spiritual communication with his hearers. To do that 
certain sounds are necessary; and until those sounds are 
heard the contact is not established. And does not the 
composer also need actual sound to produce in him 
that spiritual state which he hopes to induce in others? 
Does not the actual shock of sound help to fertilize his 
imagination and lead him on to still further musical 
invention? The text-books, of course, are horrified at 
the idea of 'composing at the piano' (as R. O. Morris 
writes, 'it is always considered as not quite playing the 
game') and hold it to be the sign of the incompetent 
amateur. The answer is that everyone must use the 
means which enable him to do the best. If the composer 
finds inspiration in the bass trombone or the accordion, 
by all means let him use them. There is fairly conclusive 
evidence that Beethoven, Wagner, and Elgar used the 
pianoforte in the course, of composition and that Berlioz 
and Rheinberger did not. The inference is obvious. 

In primitive times the intervention of the written note 
between the composer and the performer did not exist. 
The primitive composer either sang his simple melodies 
himself or else taught them orally to others; and there 
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is, theoretically, no reason why a composer should not 
invent a symphony and teach it to an orchestra of per- 
formers without writing down a note, provided both 
he and they could cope with such a prodigious feat of 
mind and memory. The writing of notes is merely a 
convenience, necessary owing to the comparative 
feebleness of our memories and the want of concentra- 
tion in our minds. To hold up this mere convenience 
as an ideal to be aimed at is surely to put the cart before 
the horse. 

We have taken it for granted up to now that an expert 
musician can mentally hear the sound of any piece of 
music that, though he cannot actually feel the emotion 
he can realize exactly what the effect on him of every 
harmony, melody or rhythm which he sees written, 
would be if he heard it. But how far is this true? 

Doubtless when the music is simple or of an accus- 
tomed type, the musician is on sure ground; but when 
anything in an unaccustomed idiom comes his way, is 
he not often out of his depth when trusting to the eye 
alone? Even in the case of comparatively simple music 
is it not possible to realize mentally the whole sound 
and yet miss the beauty? Any fairly equipped musician 
can look through a piece, say, of PurceU and realize 
exactly how all the notes would sound, but can he be 
sure whether he has realized its beauty? Or to take a 
simpler example still is it not a common experience 
with anyone to look through a single line of melody 
like a folk-song and be entirely deaf to its emotional 
appeal until he has heard it sung? 
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But a musician may answer: 'I can trust my powers 
of score-reading enough to judge a piece as beautiful if 
I can see beauty in it by a silent reading of the score/ 

'Yes/ I should answer, *but how if you cannot see 
beauty in it? Will you then trust your judgement? Will 
you not feel bound to hold it up to the test of the ear? 
If not, you have not given it a fair judgement/ Why 
is it that it is always the dull unimaginative music which 
gains the prize in a competition? Is it not because the 
adjudicators are content to look at the music and not 
to hear it with the result that anything which looks 
right on paper is judged to be good, and everything 
that looks unfamiliar and awkward is rejected? 

Are we then to be slaves of our bodies? Will not the 
mind be able eventually to free itself from all bodily 
trammels and get to the essence of things without 
physical intermediaries? It may indeed be argued that 
when we are actually hearing music the physical ear 
plays only a small part in our understanding of it. The 
physical ear can do no more than receive one moment 
. of sound at a time, and our grasp of even the simplest 
tune depends on our power of remembering what has 
gone before and of co-ordinating it with what comes 
after. So that it seems that the mind and the memory 
play an even more important part than the ear in appre- 
ciating music. Why not go one step further and elimin- 
ate the physical ear altogether? Let us hear music with 
the mind's ear only. 

Perhaps in future years this will happen a new art 
will be evolved in which the mind of die composer will 
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be in direct touch with his audience. But this art will not 
be music it will be a new art; and with the new art 
a new set of means of communication will have to be 
devised. Our old system of dots and dashes which go to 
make up a music score, are, as we have seen, no more 
than a code of directions to the makers of musical 
sounds; if the sounds are not to be made, the code of 
directions will no longer be necessary, and our score- 
reader's occupation will be gone. 

Certain types of musical thinkers seem to have in- 
herited the medieval fear of beauty they talk about 
'mere beauty' and c mere sound' as if they were some- 
thing to be feared and avoided. But in our imperfect 
existence what means have we of reaching out to that 
which is beyond the senses but through those very- 
senses? Would Ulysses have been obliged to be lashed 
to the mast if the sirens instead of singing to him had 
shown Trim a printed score? When the trumpet sounding 
the charge rouses the soldier to frenzy, does anyone 
suggest that it would have just the same effect if he took 
a surreptitious glance at Military Sounds and Signals* 
Would any amount of study of his own score have led 
Haydn to declare that his 'Let there be Light' came 
straight from Heaven? 

Surely, while music is the art of sound, it is the ear 
which must be taught its language; when a new art 
supersedes it, a new language will necessarily follow in 
its train. 

(1920) 
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IN claiming for Gustav Hoist that he is essentially a 
modern composer, I am from the outset laying 
myself open to misconstruction. The word 'modern' 
has been much abused, but I would point out that there 
is all the difference in the world between music which 
is modern and that which is 'in the modern idiom*. The 
'modern idiom' consists of a handful of cliches of instru- 
mentation coupled with a harmonic texture watered 
down from the writings of composers who flourished 
twenty-five years ago. With this kind of thing Hoist's 
music has nothing to do; he does not serve up all the 
harmonic tricks of the last quarter of a century, he does 
not introduce a 'major ninth' regularly every eight 
bars, he is not afraid of long tunes (he has often the 
courage to let them stand alone, or with the merest 
suggestion of harmony), 1 he is not always making eight 
horns bellow out high D's, he owes much to Bach, to 
Purcell, to Byrd, and to Wilbye; and yet (or perhaps 
therefore) he is one of the few composers who can be 
called truly modern. 

Modernity does not depend on certain tricks of 
diction but on the relationship between the mind that 
expresses and the means of expression. The modern 
mind needs a modern vocabulary, but the vocabulary 
will not make the modern mind. Some composers have 

1 E.g. 'This have I done for my true love', and the passage from Savitri 
cited later in this essay. 
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the modern mind but have not found the idiom which 
suits it, many more have all the tricks of diction but not 
the informing mind. We are told that Richard Strauss 
is a 'modern of the moderns' but this is only super- 
ficially true; his mind as as early Victorian as that of his 
father-in-music Liszt Strauss's music is nothing more 
than Liszt plus one. Mentally he wallows in the German 
sentimentalism of the fifties. Delius, again, in spite of 
his bewitching harmonic experiments (or is it because 
of them?), belongs mentally to the eighties. 

Mr. Bernard Shaw has written recently that Sir 
Edward Elgar could if he chose 'turn out Debussy and 
Stravinsky music by the thousand bars for fun in his 
spare time'. Doubtless he could; but the result would 
probably be worthless because it would not be to fam a 
natural mode of diction, while Stravinsky's own music 
is valuable in so far as his style is a real utterance. In the 
same way Stravinsky could probably, if he chose, write 
a colourable imitation of Elgar; but it would certainly 
miss the qualities which make the Variations and the 
slow movement of the Second Symphony beautiful 
music. 

If Hoist's music is modern it is not that he has acquired 
a few tricks which to-day are hailed with wonder and 
to-morrow are as flat as stale ginger-beer but that he has 
a mind which is the heir of all the centuries and has 
found out the language in which to express that mind. 
He shows his modernity equally whether he is straining 
our harmonic sense to breaking point as in this example 
from the Hymn of Jesus: 
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Or writing a simple broad melody like the middle 
section of 'Jupiter', No. 4 of The Planets. 

Incidentally, it is a pity that this theme is hidden 
in the middle of 'Jupiter* which it does not seem 
altogether to fit. It ought to be the climax of some great 
movement which would take the place in the public 
affections of the sentimentalities of Finlandia. Or it 
might be used by the League of the Arts, set to 
appropriate words (not the rhyming homilies of the 
'Motherland Song Book') and sung at points of 
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vantage when next we have a peace celebration (which 
heaven forfend). 

Indeed, Hoist's work never sounds 'modern' in the 
narrow sense of the word (except now and then when 
he is exceptionally off his stroke) and the reason is that 
he knows what he wants to say and the way in which 
he means to say it. There is no attempt to tickle jaded 
nerves with 'new effects' and thus the very strangeness 
of much of his harmonic texture escapes the notice 
of the curio hunter, because it is absolutely germane 
to the whole conception. So it is with his masterly 
writing for the orchestra it is so masterly that it 
escapes notice. Again the curio hunter is foiled. He 
hears no squeaks on the piccolo or grunts on the 
bass-tuba to make him sit up and say 'modern 
orchestration' (though the strange devices are there 
all the same for example the glissando for full 
organ in 'Uranus'). Hoist knows his orchestra from 
the inside, having been an orchestral player; he does 
what he wants with it without conscious effort, and the 
result is that we t-Tiitilc not of the orchestration, but of 
the music. When one is sitting in a Rolls Royce one 
may be travelling sixty miles an hour, but it does not 
feel like it. 

The modernity of Hoist is the result of the simple 
fact that he is a modern Englishman and that his music 
is in direct relation with real life; moreover he has not 
shrunk from life, but has lived it intensely. To 'live' 
is an expression which has had much harm done 
it by second-rate writers who seem to think that 
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life* is limited to pretending you like absinthe and 
keeping a mistress in Montmatfxe. But Hoist has 
pursued the calling of a hard-working, revered and 
inspiring teacher, he has been a good citizen, a firm 
friend, a reliable helper in time of trouble* If to have 
'lived* it is necessary to have eloped with a prima 
donna, to have pkyed mean tricks on one's friends, 
to be dirty and drunken if life means no more 
than that, then indeed the word has little meaning 
for a man like Hoist. But if to live may be summed 
up in the words 'Whatsoever thy hand findeth to 
do, do it with thy might 5 , then Hoist has lived to 
the full; he has learnt his lesson in the hard school 
of necessity; lie has not run away from the batde but 
has fought and won. 

So many artists are conquered by life and its realities. 
Money-making, marriage, family cares, all the practical 
things of life are too much for them, and as artists they 
succumb and the creative impulse shrivels and dies. But 
to Hoist the interests, responsibilities, and realities of life 
are not a hindrance but a stimulus they are the very 
stuff out of which he has knit his art, the soil on which 
it flourishes. To a foolish friend who once said to him: 
*I suppose you did not marry to help your composition', 
he answered: 'That is exactly what I did do/ Life and 
art are to Hoist not enemies but the complements of 
each other; and as time goes on and his life gets busier 
and more varied, his artistic production becomes larger 
and finer, his style more mature, pronounced and 
individual. 
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The Bohemian is not a natural growth in England. 
Our Cafe Royals, our Chelsea Arts Balls, our all-night 
clubs are shams: importations from Paris which have 
suffered a good deal on the voyage. It is not on such a 
basis as this that our English art will grow, and it may 
be well to add here that 'in spite of all temptations' 
which his name may suggest, Hoist 'remains an English- 
man'. On his mother's and grandmother's side he is 
pure English; on his father's side there is Swedish blood, 
but the Hoist family came to England from Riga, 
where they had been long settled, more than a hundred 
years ago. There is a good deal of unclear thinking 
prevalent on the subject of race and nationality. Every- 
one is to a certain extent of mixed race. But race is only 
one factor in nationality; it is community of language, of 
customs, of laws, of religion as well as racial kinship, 
which binds men into a nation, and judged by these 
standards we should expect Hoist's music to be the out- 
come of the English point of view. 

We may sum up Hoist's characteristics as exemplified 
in his life and reflected in his art as great force of char- 
acter, indomitable energy, sense of thoroughness, and 
above all intense human sympathy. 

Naturally frail in body and handicapped from the 
outset by a delicate childhood, he has done more work 
than many a strong and robust man. Although he is only 
just the wrong side of forty, his works include four 
operas, seven large works for orchestra and military 
band, two long scenas for solo voice and orchestra, three 
large compositions for chorus and orchestra and a huge 
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quantity of shorter pieces of all kinds; besides which lie 
has had to work hard at his profession of teacher, since 
his natural bent has led him to interesting rather than 
largely remunerative pupils. His energy and force of 
character show themselves in various ways; he has 
always been a great walker and in student days when 
money was scarce he would spend part of bis holiday 
walking from London to his home in Gloucestershire. 
He is a wide reader and an original thinker on all sub- 
jects; when he was already approaching middle age, 
and though early ill-health and the necessity of entering 
his profession young cut short his classical education 
at mensa, mensae, he set to work to learn enough 
Sanskrit to be able (with a 'crib', of course, as all 
good scholars do) to make his own version of the 
Vedic Hymns on which so much of his music is 
based. 

It was his feeling for thoroughness which led him 
when he left the College of Music to abandon the 
eminently respectable career of an organist for which 
he was destined and to get at music from the inside as 
a trombonist in an orchestra. Hoist has sometimes 
thought that all the trashy music he had to endure in 
these early days has had a bad influence on his art. 
Personally I do not think so. To start with, the very 
worst that a trombonist has to put up with is as nothing 
compared to what a church organist has to endure; and 
secondly, Hoist is above all an orchestral composer, 
and that sure touch which distinguishes his orchestral 
writing is due largely to the fact that he has been an 
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orchestral player; he has learnt his art, both technically 
and in substance, not at second hand from textbooks 
and models but from actual live experience. Hoist has 
no use for half measures; all the little vanities, insinceri- 
ties and compromises which go to make up our daily 
life are entirely outside his ken; they leave him dumb 
and puzzled and at these moments he seems to retire 
from the world which we call 'real' into a mystical 
world of his own. To know all is to forgive all, and in 
early days, when Hoist's knowledge of human weak- 
ness was less than it is now, his sincerity and thorough- 
ness occasionally brought him into conflict with the 
half-hearted standards of the world; I remember a 
certain choral society which in his youthful enthusiasm 
he over-dosed with Bach's cantatas, with the result 
that he was asked to retire in favour of some other con- 
ductor and the society returned to its wallowing in the 
mire. 

It was Hoist's strong sense of human sympathy which 
brought him when a young man into contact with 
William Morris and the Kelmscott Club. The tawdri- 
ness of London, its unfriendliness, the sordidness both 
of its riches and poverty were overwhelming to an 
enthusiastic and sensitive youth; and to him the ideals 
of Morris, the insistence on beauty in every detail of 
human life and work, were a revelation. No wonder 
then that the poetic socialism of the Kelmscott Club 
became the natural medium of his aspirations; to Morris 
and his followers 'comradeship' was no pose but an 
absolute necessity of life. And though as years go on 
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Hoist has grown out of the weak points in Morris's 
teaching, yet his ideal of thoroughness, of beauty and 
above all of comradeship have remained and grown 
stronger. It is this almost mystical sense of unity which 
is the secret of Hoist's power as a teacher. He writes 
himself of 'the wonderful feeling of unity with one's 
pupils when teaching, a feeling of contact with their 
minds other than the contact occasioned by speech*. 1 
Like all great teachers Hoist not only gives but expects 
to receive, and he will have no half measures: he is 
sympathetic to ignorance, over-exuberance, or even 
stupidity but haltheartedness, insincerity, or laziness 
have no chance with him; for that reason he will never 
become a 'fashionable' teacher whose m6tier is to 
impart useless accomplishments to rich people who 
do not want to learn, them. Everyone who comes to 
Hoist must take music seriously indeed they cannot 
help it and it is his very insistence which has made the 
success of his musical directorship of Morley College. 
When he first began teaching there he found music 
treated as a side issue a sort of decoy to attract students 
to the College. The authorities were rather alarmed 
when he openly rejoiced at the fact that the old type of 
music student began to fall off when he took over the 
directorship, and there was the inevitable anxious 
period when the old students left and the new ones had 
not begun to arrive. The directors looked glum and 
seriously thought of asking Hoist to resign; but in the 

1 "The Mystic, the Philistine and the Artist', a paper read before the 
'Quest* Society. 
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end he won through, the right students came flocking 
in those who really wanted to learn and now the 
authorities recognize the music classes at 'Morley' as 
one of their greatest assets. 

One of the outstanding events of Hoist's connection 
with Morley College was the performance in concert 
form of PurcelTs Fairy Queen (the first performance, I 
believe, since PurcelTs time). The work of preparation 
was enormous, everyone worked like a slave (indeed 
one has to when Hoist drives, he spares neither 
himself nor others), every part had to be copied in 
manuscript, sometimes transposed and re-arranged 
to suit die limited resources of the College. It is to 
this performance that we largely owe the magnificent 
stage production of this work at Cambridge last 
February, and the fact that the score is now printed in 
available form and has taken its place as one of our 
classics. 

"With all his idealism and mysticism Hoist has never 
allowed himself to become a mere dreamer. He is a 
visionary but he never allows dreams to inhibit action. 
He has also a strong saving sense of humour indeed 
he might, if he had chosen, have made a name for him- 
self as a comedy actor. His letters, in their peculiar but 
beautifully clear handwriting, are a precious possession 
to his friends. 

As in his life so in his art Hoist does nothing by halves. 
He can be nobly diatonic with the greatest effect if he 
wants to as in the following -passage from the 'Funeral 
Hymn*: 
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Moderate maestoso 
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Or if he wants a harmonic clash he makes a complete 
one, he never lets one off lightly as this example from 
'Neptune* will show* 
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That he is not afraid of a tune we have already seen 
in the example on page 67. Perhaps, sometimes, his 
rhythms and melodies may appear a little too pungent 
for timid souls, as this example (from 'Jupiter') : 

Allegro 




Or perhaps some hearers may find a sense of strain in 
some of his later music; probably the strain is with the 
hearer rather than with the composer. Recently Hoist's 
work appeared at a concert side by side with a com- 
position in which all the commonplaces of the last fifty 
years were neady laid out in rows. A critic described 
this work as 'far more satisfactory' than Hoist's. He was 
right; Hoist's work is not always 'satisfactory' it is 
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not meant to be Satisfactory*. Hoist's later work some- 
times makes one feel uncomfortable and why not? 
We live in uncomfortable times just now: we live in 
dread of what the future may bring. And such a work 
as 'Neptune' (the mystic) seems to give us such a glance 
into the future it ends, so to speak, on a note of inter- 
rogation. Many composers have attempted this, some- 
times bringing in the common chord at the end as an 
unwilling tribute to tradition, sometimes sophisticating 
it by the addition of one discordant note, sometimes 
letting the whole tfiin out into a single line of melody; 
but Hoist in 'Neptune' actually causes the music to fade 
away to nothing. 



(ffarp and- b&ssffatJte omitted) 




# Repeat this T>ar till the sound is lost in &ie diart&rux 
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It is of the essence of modern music, as of all modern 
thought, to drive straight to the root of the matter in 
hand without artifice or subterfuge; to let the matter 
rule the form, not the form the matter; to obtain our 
rules from practice, not our practice from rules. Hoist, 
as we have seen, is a practical musician, he knows what 
he wants to say and uses the most direct way of saying 
it If he desires that a melody shall sound remote from 
its harmonic context he does not hesitate to make it 
remote he does not compromise by making it look 
as if it 'fitted'. Equally, if he so wishes, he uses successions 
of sevenths or triads without any attempt to disguise 
them into respectability. I cannot illustrate this better 
tfcin by two quotations from The Planets, from 'Saturn* 
and *Mais\ 

SATURN 
Adagio (H&rp mdfhtte) 
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A large and important part of Hoist's musical work 
consists of setting of hymns and lyrics from the Rig 
Veda and other Sanskrit poetry. The feet that the 
originals of these poems are oriental has led people to 
expect a sort of pseudo-orientalism inhis music. Nothing 
could be further either from his intention or his achieve- 
ment Hoist has written only one definite piece of 
orientalism, namely, the brilliant tour-de-force Beni 
Mora, a work which if it had been played in Paris 
instead of London would have given its composer a 
European reputation, and pkyed in Italy would prob- 
ably have caused a riot. (It will hardly be believed that 
neither this work nor The Planets has yet [1920] found 
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a publisher.) But it is not the orientalism but the mysti- 
cism of the Vedic Hymns which attracted Hoist, he 
needed some expression of the mystical point of view 
less materialised and less systematized than anything to 
be found in occidental liturgies. In the Rig Veda per- 
sonification of the unknown is reduced to a minimum. 

He the primal one 
Begetter of the universe 
Begotten in mystery 



How shall we name him 
When we offer sacrifice? 

These settings of Eastern texts culminate in the 
magnificent choral song The Cloud Messenger, but the 
spirit which dictates them is in all essentials the same 
which prompted his musical expression in the Hymn 
of Jesus and the Ode to Death. 

The mystical frame of mind naturally begets a 
certain austerity in Hoist's later music. Austerity is 
sometimes a cover for artistic impotence; the composer 
says 'I will not' when he means 1 cannot'. This negative 
austerity is not, of course, what I refer to here. Hoist is 
never negative, his very faults are those of commission 
not of omission. His austerity leads not to dullness or 
emptiness, but to harmony which is acrid rather than 
luscious, melody sometimes angular but never indefinite 
or sugary, orchestration which is brilliant and virile but 
not cloying. 

Among the purely musical influences which have 
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affected Hoist we may count a boyish devotion to 
Grieg which influenced his student work and occasion- 
ally crops up even in his later music, without in the 
least detracting from its individuality. Again it goes 
without saying that Hoist, like every young musician 
who approached manhood in 1890, came strongly 
under the influence of Wagner; the chief relic of this 
influence is the three-act opera Sita in which much 
beautiful music Ees hidden in arather intractable medium. 
That Hoist knows and loves his Bach is evident from 
the following quotation from the comparatively early 
Mystic Trumpeter. 



Moderate 




It was to a mind thus familiar, both as student and 
performer, with all the most modern devices of music 
that a new field of thought was opened in the lately 
re-discovered works of Purcell followed by the publica- 
tion of the masses and motets of Byrd and Dr. Fellowes's 
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great edition of die English madrigalists. These came as 
a revelation to Hoist, as to many other musicians; he 
quickly imbibed their spirit without abating one jot of 
his individuality or in any way harking back to a sham 
archaism. We can see the spirit of his great ancestors in 
such works as the Hymn of Jesus or the opening of 
Hecuba s Lament. 

Another very marked influence on Hoist's musical 
thought must not be omitted here. The subject of 
English folk-song is a thorny one and has been much 
misunderstood. It would be out of place to discuss it 
at length now; but this much may be said, that, to 
those who have understanding, the folk-song is a liber- 
ating and not a fettering influence. The contact with 
new types of melody bound by purely melodic con- 
siderations, with rhythms not tied by the convention 
of bars and time signatures, the expressiveness of short 
and simple tunes all this cannot fail to suggest to any- 
one who is naturally sympathetic new vistas of musical 
thought which may, indeed, have nothing to do super- 
ficially with the curves and cadences of folk-song, but 
are suggested by its spirit if not by its letter. Hoist's 
first introduction to his traditional melodies was in a 
collection of songs from Hampshire which he har- 
monized at the request of the late Dr. Gardiner. Such 
arrangements as the following must have come as 
rather a shock to those accustomed to the unpretending 
harmonies of English County Songs or Folk Songs from 
Somerset, and it must be confessed that they are not too 
well suited to their immediate purpose. 
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But Hoist was finding out what folk-song had to say 
to him and what he had to say to it, and in his latest 
essay in this form, the beautiful setting of the 'White 
Paternoster' tune, the melody and its treatment are 
absolutely at one. 

Whatever the influence may have been it is obvious 
that Hoist has freed himself from all conventions in the 
matter of rhythm and melody. If the nature of the 
musical idea or the accent of the words requires a 
rhythm of seven or five (rather than the accepted four, 
three, or six) he does not hesitate to employ such 
rhythms indeed, rhythms of five or seven are charac- 
teristic of much of his later work. He often employs 
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what we call for want of a better word 'modal* melodies 
(that is in other modes than the major and minor). 
Many people seem to consider that 'modal* melody and 
its corresponding harmony is a return to something 
archaic We are told in the text-books that the harmony 
of Palestrina and his school is 'modal'. This, surely, is a 
fallacy. The two great sources of modal melody are the 
plain-song and the folk-song, and for this reason, that 
they are both purely melodic in their conception (the 
major and minor modes grew up from harmonic con- 
siderations). Now the music of lie great choral period 
originates in attempts to harmonize these purely 
melodic plain-song tunes but for some reason which 
no one has, so far as I know, investigated, these early 
harmonists found that the intervals of the melodic 
modes did not fit in with their harmonic scheme, and 
they accordingly altered the intervals to suit their pur- 
pose in accordance with the system known as 'musica 
ficta', until the various modes all merged into the major 
and minor of the great classical period, and (except for 
one or two experiments such as Beethoven's Lydian 
Hymn) up to quite modern times the major and minor 
modes were the basis of all music. 

The harmonic possibilities of the purely melodic 
modes occurred, probably, first to the nationalist 
Russian composers; following on them we find Erik 
Satie using them in his earlier works; and from 
him, in turn, Debussy obtained suggestions for such 
things as his Sarabande and the 'Hlle aux cheveux de 
lin'. 
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Here is an example of a melody full of modal sugges- 
tions from Hoist's Savitri. 
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It is sometimes argued that the particular idiom which 
a composer uses is a mere accident, that the fountain of 
inspiration flows or does not flow as the case may be, 
and that the particular vessel into which it flows is of no 
consequence. But idiom is part of the inspiration; it is 
not enough to have great emotions, the true way of 
materializing these emotions has also to be found. 
Many a composer who has had potentially much to say 
has failed because he did not discover the vocabulary 
from which he could choose the necessary means of 
expression. Of course, every true composer makes his 
own idiom. But bricks are not to be made without 
straw; and it cannot be doubted that the folk-song with 
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its melodic curves, its free rhythm, its simplicity, and 
its sincerity has played its humble part in giving a ten- 
dency and direction to many composers to whom it was 
naturally sympathetic. 

I am far from saying that there are no weak points in 
Hoist's music what piece of music has not its weak 
points? Did not Wagner fail at the very climax of his 
life work? When Briinnhilde throws herself on the 
flames as an act of supreme sacrifice some superhumanly 
beautiful melody was the only possible musical equival- 
ent but at that moment Wagner could invent nothing 
better than a tune which is hardly good enough for a 
third-rate German beer garden. Indeed, I can think of 
no piece of music (with the possible exception of the 
'Sanctus' from Palestrina's Missa Brevis) which can be 
said to be absolutely without flaw. 

Hoist's weaknesses are the defects of his qualities 
occasionally his magnificent technique masters him and 
the end gets lost in the means. Sometimes he spoils the 
noble simplicity of his work by an unnecessary piece of 
elaboration: at other times the very individuality of his 
thought which requires such a personal technique causes 
a flaw in his work; in his earlier music especially we do 
not always find complete unity of idea and expression; 
the mot juste fels him for the moment and he falls back 
on the common stock of musical device. But the very 
fact that these lapses are noticeable only goes to show 
how individual his music is. As time goes on these dis- 
crepancies get fewer and fewer and his style gets maturer, 
simpler and more individual, and this individuality 

87 



Gustav Hoist: An Essay and a Note 

shows through all his music; whether it is in the most 
extreme harmonic and rhythmical thought of The 
Planets or the absolute simplicity of the Four Carols, his 
signature is plain on every page. 

There may he occasional moments in Hoist's harmony 
which are not quite in the approved 'grand manner'. 
Sometimes we are pulled up in the middle of his most 
beautiful work by a melodic phrase which appears 
undistinguished (as for example a phrase in the Hymn 
of Jesus which has been adversely criticized). But these 
blemishes (if they are such) are the direct outcome of 
his vitality he will never be content to say 'nothing 
in particular and say it very welT. If the harmony 
occasionally exhibits an error of style, it is because the 
intention at that moment became over-exuberant; if 
the melodic inspiration does not quite always hit the 
mark (as happens to all composers at times) it is because 
the composer is too honest and too whole-hearted to 
hide it under an indistinct muttering in the accepted 
style. 

Hoist's three last important works, The Planets, the 
Hymn of Jesus, and the Ode to Death, seem to sum up the 
whole of his aims; they exhibit in mature and perfect 
forms all that he has been striving for with more or less 
success in his earlier works. To one who has had the 
privilege of his friendship for the last twenty-five years, 
and has seen most of his compositions actually in the 
course of completion, it has been most interesting to 
watch the growth to maturity of a set, though perhaps 
unconscious, artistic purpose, to see experiments, at first 
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perhaps not wholly successful, develop into finished 
methods of artistic expression, to see crudities gradually 
disappear and give place to maturity. 

I cannot show this development better than by two 
quotations in which the same musical thought is 
evident, one from the early Mystic Trumpeter and the 
other from 'Venus' (The Bringer of Peace). 



MYSTIC TRUMPETER 



Andante 



i 



The fretting world,the streets, tine not - sy hours of day with- 





B.C.S. 



8 9 



Gustav Hoist: An Essay and a Note 



VENUS 




Planets consist of seven orchestral movements 
named after the seven planets with their various astro- 
logical characteristics. They are: 

1. Mars (The Bringer of War). 

2. Venus (Hie Bringer of Peace). 

3. Mercury (The Winged Messenger). 

4. Jupiter (The Bringer of Jollity). 

5. Saturn (The Bringer of Old Age). 

6. Uranus (The Magician), 

7. Neptune (The Mystic). 

They are in no sense programme music, the tides 
suggest the general character of the music and no more. 
The most individual and beautiful seem to me to be 
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Venus (though the middle section is not quite so good 
as the rest), Saturn, Jupiter, and Neptune. Mercury is 
very brilliant and Uranus will probably be considered 
'great fun*, but to my mind they are not musically up to 
the level of the rest. Hoist uses a very large orchestra in 
The Planets, not to make his score look impressive, but 
because he needs the extra tone colour and knows how 
to use it. 

The text of the Hymn of Jesus is taken from the 
apocryphal Acts of St. John and is almost ideal for musical 
setting. It is probably part of some early ritual (perhaps 
a mystical dance, as the words suggest) and consists 
chiefly of a series of antiphonal phrases with an ever 
recurrent 'Amen'. Hoist has used two choruses which 
sing antiphonally for the most part, joining forces 
occasionally for a great outburst on the words "Glory 
to Thee'. There is also a semi-chorus which sings the 
recurring 'Amen'. Many musicians have set the 'Amen' 




con&oa. 
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to music from the unknown composer of the 'Dresden* 
Amen, down to the too-well-known composer of the 
'Sevenfold' Amen. In this hierarchy Hoist's *Amen* 
will surely take a high place by reason of its ethereal 
beauty. 

The Ode to Death is a setting for chorus and orchestra 
of part of Whitman's 'President Lincoln's Funeral 
Hymn'. This has not yet [1920] been published or per- 
formed. Like the Hymn of Jesus it is a real work for 
chorus and orchestra the orchestra is not occupied in 
doubling (and drowning) the chorus parts, but plays its 
independent part the choral technique is characteristic 
of Hoist at his best. (See opposite page.) 

These three works represent Hoist in his latest and 
maturest stage* What the future may have in store we 
cannot say whether he will become simpler, or 
whether he will lead us into new paths where it will be 
difficult to follow; but of this we may be sure that there 
will be good reason behind whatever he does. He will 
not be simple merely through timidity, nor will he seek 
out strange devices merely for the sake of eccentricity; 
he knows too well that whatever the future of 
music may be, it will always grow out of its great 
past. 

(1920) 
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SOME years ago I had the privilege of writing 
about Gustav Hoist. I remember saying then that 
'perhaps he will lead us into regions where it will 
be difficult to follow'. He may have now found in new 
regions that which his music ever seemed to be seeking. 
All art is the imperfect human half-realization of that 
which is spiritually perfect. Hoist's music seems especi- 
ally to be a quest after that which in earthly life we can 
only partially fulfil. 

This does not mean that his music was ever inchoate 
or groping. He had complete command of method. 
He was a visionary, but not an idle dreamer. He him- 
self used to say that only second-rate artists were un- 
businesslike. 

At the same time his music has pre-eminently that 
quality which for want of a better word we call 
'mystical*, and this in spite of the fact that it was never 
vague or meandering: in all his works, whether in life 
or art, he was absolutely clear and definite. Indeed his 
music is usually robust and never shirks a definite tune 
when the occasion demands it. In spite of his masterful 
command of harmonic resource he never lets chordal 
complications interfere with clear outline and definite 
expression. 

It is perhaps this very clarity which gives the 'mystical' 
quality to his music. It burns like a clear flame for ever 
hovering on the "frontier to eyes invisible'. We all 
experience at times, most of us momentarily only, a 
vision beyond earthly sense. With Hoist this vision 
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seemed to be perpetually present, placing him outside 
the makeshifts and hal-heartednesses and inconsistencies 
and compromises and insincerities that go to make up 
our daily life. Eveiything untrue or slovenly shrinks in 
his presence. In his life as in his art he seemed to be 
standing on the verge of ultimate truth. 

For this reason his music has sometimes been des- 
cribed as inhuman and aloof. If this means that Hoist 
never vied with the "man with the muck-rake* we will 
willingly and thankfully endorse the criticism, but for 
those for whom humanity means something else than 
morbid abnormality Hoist's music is triumphandy 
human. A pure light always burnt in him, but he never 
lost sight of human possibilities; his writing is never 
unpractical, he demands much of his players and singers, 
from his singers especially, but he knew from long 
experience what even the most unpromising performers 
could achieve with enthusiasm, hard work, sure purpose, 
and good guidance. 

It was these qualities intense idealism of conception 
coupled with complete realism in practice, guided by 
his strong sense of humanity which made Hoist a great 
teacher as they made him a great composer. 

I have myself known Hoist as friend and teacher for 
more than thirty years. When I had a new work in the 
beginning stages my first idea would always be to show 
it to him. But sometimes I let a work go without his 
advice and counsel. I probably felt that there was some 
lapse in it from the highest endeavour and I felt ashamed 
to submit it to that truthful gaze. When this has been so 
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I have always regretted It. I might have suffered in my 
sdpride from his judgement, but both my music and 
myself would have been the better for it. 

The gift of inspiration is perhaps not so rare as we 
think. What is rare is the power of final realization in 
picture, poem or music of that inspiration. This final 
realization is essential to a complete work of art. This 
power Hoist possessed to the full. He never filters or 
gropes. He knows what he wants to say and says it with- 
out subterfuge or hesitation. He leamt his craft, not so 
much from books or in the study as from practical 
experience and from the nature of his material: not that 
he neglected book learning, and present-day students 
might note to their advantage that he spent several 
months previous to his entry at the College studying 
nothing but strict counterpoint. It was necessity as well 
as choice which brought Hoist early face to face with 
the facts of music. Already in his student days he, like 
many others, had to be earning his living. He chose 
deliberately not to shut himself up in the organ loft or 
to give half-iearted pianoforte lessons to unwilling 
pupils, but to go out into the world armed with his 
trombone, playing, now in a symphony orchestra, now 
in a dance band, now in a Christmas pantomime in a 
suburban theatre. A reminiscence of these days still lives 
in my mind. At the end of our summer holidays some 
of us students met together to tell each other how we 
had spent our vacation. One of us had been at Bayreuth 
and gave, I am sure, a highly critical appraisement of 
the proceedings. Others, perhaps, had been to the 
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Dolomites or to Brittany and were doubtless very 
poetical about it. In all this we listeners were mildly 
interested, but what remained in the memory of those 
who heard him was Hoist's enthralling account of his 
experiences as a member of a seaside band, enthralling 
because of his great human sympathy, his unique 
humour, his strong sense of values. 

In later years other activities, teaching and conducting, 
added to his experience which gave him that grip of the 
facts of music out of which he built up his wonderful 
technique. To many men this constant occupation with 
the practical side of art would have been a hindrance to 
inspiration, but to Hoist it seemed to be an incentive. 
The feet that his creative work had often to be crowded 
into the few weeks of summer vacation gave him his 
great power of concentration and intensified his will to 
evoke at all costs those thoughts that lay in the depths 
of his being. 

Hoist had no use for half measures whether in life or 
art. What he wanted to say he said forcibly and direcdy. 
Like every other great composer he was not afraid of 
being obvious when the case demanded it nor did he 
hesitate to be recondite on the right occasion. But 
whether he gives us the femiliar chords and straight- 
forward tunes of 'Jupiter* or leads us to the remotest 
confines of harmony as in 'Neptune* his meaning is 
never in doubt; he has something to tell us that only he 
can say. 

I used sometimes to think that Hoist occasionally 
pushed his love of definiteness too far. I remember once 
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discussing 'Egdon Heath* with him. I suggested that the 
very clearness of the melodic outlines of that piece were 
at variance with its atmospheric nature; indeed that less 
robust melody would have been more successful in im- 
pressionistic suggestion. Hoist, on that occasion, lived up 
to his own maxim 'Always ask for advice, but never 
take it*. I am gkd that he did so for I now see that a less 
clear melody would have softened and thereby im- 
paired the bleak grandeur of its outline. 

Some timid-souled people, I believe, find his melody 
too strong and his rhythm too pungent for their efiemin- 
ate taste. However this may be no one can ignore it. 
Whenever he puts pen to paper the signature 'Gustav 
Hoist* is clear to read in every bar of the music. 

(i934) 
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IV 

Nationalism and Internationalism 

I BELIEVE that it was George Trevelyan who, in 
one of his early essays, wrote that the ideal would 
be for every nation to be different and all at peace; 
adding, prophetically, that what we are tending towards 
is to be all alike and all at war. 

We all want peace, we all want international friend- 
ship, we all want to give up the hateful rivalries of 
nations; we must learn to plan the world internation- 
ally, we must unite or we shall perish. This is a very 
different thing from that emasculated standardization of 
life which will add cultural to political internationalism. 
Is it possible to be a nationalist, and at the same time 
an internationalist? I believe that political international- 
ism and personal individualism are necessary comple- 
ments: one cannot exist without the other. It is all very 
well for Wells and Curry to dismiss local patriotism 
with a sneer about Devonshire cream or Yorkshire pud- 
ding; but these things are small emanations of a deep- 
rooted instinct which we cannot eliminate if we would: 
and which we ought not to want to eliminate. I believe 
that the love of one's country, one's language, one's 
customs, one's religion, are essential to our spiritual 
health. We may laugh at these things but we love them 
none the less. Indeed it is one of our national char- 
acteristics and one which I should be sorry to see dis- 
appear, that we laugh at what we love. This is something 
that a foreigner can never fathom, but it is out of such 
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characteristics, these hard knots in our timber, that we 
can help to build up a united Europe and a world 
federation. 

In old days nationalism was not self-conscious because 
it was inevitable. When travel was slow and dangerous, 
when dissemination of news and knowledge was diffi- 
cult, when it took longer to get from London to York 
than it now takes from London to New York, each 
country had to fend artistically, as well as economically, 
for itself. Now we have changed all that; we can get our 
music from Germany, our painting from France, our 
jokes from America, and our dancing from Russia. Has 
this brought us peace? Does not this colourless cosmo- 
politanism bring in its train wars, such as our isolated 
fore&thers never dreamed of? I agree that this loyalty to 
one's country can only come to a full flowering when it 
is merged in a wider loyalty to the whole human race. 
But without that local loyalty there can be nothing for 
the wider issues to build on. I believe that all that is of 
value in our spiritual and cultural life springs from our 
own soil; but this life cannot develop and fructify 
except in an atmosphere of friendship and sympathy 
with other nations. Moreover, our national art must not 
be a backwater, but must take its part in the great stream 
that has flowed through the centuries. In that stream we 
must preserve our own current. We must not merely 
become an indistinguishable part of the general flow. 

I believe, then, that political internationalism is not 
only compatible with cultural patriotism, but that one 
is an essential concomitant of the other. When the 
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United States of Europe becomes a feet, each nation 
must have something to bring to the common stock of 
good. What we have to offer must derive essentially 
from our own life. It must not be a bad imitation of 
what other nations already do better. We should then 
be bad members of a world polity. I remember that 
soon after the Hrst World War a distinguished British 
conductor toured Europe, playing British music to con- 
tinental audiences. I asked him what sort of music he 
had played. He answered, *I tried to give them some- 
thing like what they were accustomed to/ Never was a 
greater mistake. What he ought to have given them was 
something that only we could do. They probably would 
not have liked it, but they would have recognized it as 
something which they could not and probably did not 
want to do themselves, but that if they did want it they 
would have to come to us for it. 

At this point you will probably quote Tennyson at 
me, and tell me we needs must love the highest when 
we see it; or Rossini, who used to say, C I know of only 
two kinds of music, bad and good/ Surely, you may 
say, we ought to want the best music wherever it comes 
from. If you go into a hot-house, pick a rare, exotic 
flower and put it in water in your room, it may perhaps, 
for a short time, seem better to you than the everyday 
rose which is growing in your garden outside the 
window. But in a short time the exotic will be a mere 
stalk, while the rose will live on, and even when it dies 
will be succeeded by others. Which then is the better of 
these two? The answer is that we want both. So it is with 
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our art. We may say that the Covent Garden Opera of 
the pre-war years with its array of international celebri- 
ties was in one sense better than Sadlers Wells with its 
overworked and underpaid band of devotees. In the 
long run, which is going to make us more musical? 
Which is going to give the greatest impulse that is the 
foundation of all great art? 

Do not think that I am decrying the foreign experts. 
We want the experts as the coping stone of our building, 
but even more do we want the humble practitioner as 
its foundation. Without the coping stone the edifice will 
not be complete; without the foundation it will collapse. 

The problem of home-grown music has ktely [1942] 
become acute owing to the friendly invasion of these 
shores by an army of distinguished German and Austrian 
musicians. The Germans and Austrians have a great 
musical tradition behind them. In some "ways they are 
musically more developed than we, and therein lies the 
danger. The question is not who has the best music, but 
what is going to be best for us. Our visitors, with the 
great names of Bach, Beethoven, Mozart, and Bratutns 
behind them, are apt to think that all music that counts 
must come from their countries. And not only the 
actual music itself, but the whole method and outlook 
of musical performance and appreciation. We must be 
careful that, faced with this overwhelming mass of 'men 
and material' we do not all become sham litde Austrians 
or Germans. In that case either we shall make no music 
for ourselves at all, or such as we do make will be just 
a mechanical imitation of foreign models. In either case 

102 



Nationalism and Internationalism 

the music which we make will have no vitality of its 
own. It is again a case of the exotic flower in water. As 
long as our distinguished guests are with us we shall 
enjoy their art. But when they return to their own 
country, or when time inevitably puts an end to their 
activities, we shall find that we cannot successfully 
imitate their art, and that we have lost the power of 
initiating any for ourselves. 

Perhaps the question of opera will illustrate these 
points the best. Serious opera has never flourished in 
this country; largely, I believe, because it was sung in a 
foreign language by foreign artists, or by English artists 
trying to be as foreign as possible, using that strange 
'libretto language* which has no relation to any known 
tongue, and which they pronounce as a sort of bastard 
Italian. I remember the performance of a supposed 
English opera in the course of which the hero walked 
into the middle of the stage and called out, * Whaa aas 
nm braad?' 

England is the only country in the world, except per- 
haps the U.S.A., where opera is performed in a language 
foreign to that country. I remember when I went to 
Paris being puzzled by an advertisement at the Opera 
of Le Crepuscule des Dieux. Opera, to English hearers, 
should be sung in English (not Hbretto English; it is this, 
and our sham Carusos who sing it, which would seem 
to justify the man who declared that if he knew every 
language in the world except one, he would choose to 
have his opera in that language). Or the lady who when 
offered a libretto said, 'We don't want to know what 
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the opera is about, we've only come to hear the singing/ 
Opera in a foreign tongue will only appeal to the snobs 
who want to hear expensive foreign artists; or the prigs 
who cannot bear the sound of their own language. It 
will not touch the people, those who are eventually 
going to make opera in this country. Now this is where 
our Austrian and German friends come in: many of 
them have had great experience of conducting and 
producing opera, and we wish to enlist their help, but 
they will find that the question of opera in English 
carries a lot in its train; they cannot force their pro- 
duction, which is suitable for the German or the Italian 
language, as it stands, on to English artists singing the 
English language. The British attitude towards both 
tragedy and comedy is entirely different from the 
Teutonic or the Latin. I once had a painful experience 
watching a distinguished English singer trying conscien- 
tiously to be funny in the Teutonic manner. The hectic 
boisterousness which the German producer demanded 
was absolutely alien to the English nature whose 
comedy depends so much on understatement. What 
course are we to pursue? Are we to take the English 
standard of singing and mould it to opera, or are we 
to force the continental style down English throats? 
Or hold that singing, like champagne and caviar, is 
something that must be imported from abroad because 
the English climate will not support it? 

Perhaps the way our distinguished visitors can help us 
is by becoming musically British citizens; by getting at 
the heart of our culture, to see the art of music as we see 
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it, and then to stimulate it and add to it with their own 
unique experience and knowledge. If however they pro- 
pose to establish a litde 'Europe in "England', quite cut 
off from the cultural life of this country and existing for 
itself alone, then indeed they will have the enthusiastic 
support of those snobs and prigs who think that foreign 
culture is the only one worth having, and do not recog- 
nize the intimate connection between art and life. Indeed 
it is only lately that this connection has been recognized 
by quite educated people in this country- A recent 
edition of the Encyclopaedia Britannica describes art as an 
ornamental fringe on the edge of life, a relaxation for 
those who can afford it. Nowadays I think we know 
better; we realize that art is not a luxury but a necessity* 
But do we even now realize the importance of active 
participation in art instead of passive submission? 

Art can only thrive in an atmosphere of art. When we 
hear the fine flowering of Austrian or Italian music we 
are apt to imagine that these countries simply teem with 
Carusos and Kreislers. As a matter of feet you could 
probably hear more bad music in a day in Austria or 
Italy than in a week in England. But the point is that 
they do make music. They are not content to listen to 
lectures about it. What I want to see in England is 
everybody making music, however badly. Gustav Hoist 
used to say that if a thing is worth doing at all it is worth 
doing badly. Out of all the bad music the good music 
will emerge. 

English musical history is full of the tragedy of genius 
withering on barren soil Dunstable, PurceU, Wesley, 
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or Sullivan. Many young British composers have been 
ruined by abdicating their birthright in their most im- 
pressionable years. Before they knew what they wanted 
to achieve, before they had learned, so to speak, their 
own language, they went to Paris or Berlin or Vienna 
and came back having forgotten their own musical 
tongue and with only a superficial smattering of any 
other. My advice to young composers is learn your 
own language first, find out your own traditions, dis- 
cover what you want to do; then, go to Paris, Berlin, 
or anywhere else, rub musical shoulders with others, 
test your ideas against theirs, and so find out how far 
your art is 'built up four square*. You may say 'Is not 
this a very narrow point of view?' But is broad-minded- 
ness after all such a blessing? Is itnot too often a synonym 
for moral cowardice and inability to make up one's 
mind? 

I do not want you to think that I do not welcome 
here all the great artists of the world. But I do so because 
I believe and hope that they will strengthen and stimu- 
late our own art, and I do not want them to swamp it. 
In the same way I want us to perform all the great 
masterpieces of music; but we must perform them 
according to our own lights and our own artistic needs. 

(1942) 
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V 

Composing for the Films 

SOME years ago I happened to say to the composer, 
Arthur Benjamin, that I should like to have a shot 
at writing for the films. He seemed surprised and 
shocked that I should wish to attempt anything which 
required so much skill and gained so little artistic reward. 
However, he mentioned my curious wish to a well- 
known film conductor. The result was that, one Satur- 
day evening, I had a telephone call asking me to write 
some film music. When I asked how long I could have 
to prepare it, the answer was, 'Till Wednesday/ 

This is one of the bad sides of writing music for films 
the time limit. Not indeed that it hurts anyone to try 
to write quickly, the feeling of urgency is often a 
stimulus; when the hand is lazy the mind often gets 
lazy as well, but the composer wants to have the oppor- 
tunity, when all is approaching completion, to remember 
emotion in tranquillity, to sit down quiedy and make 
sure that he has achieved the mot juste at every point. 
That is where the time limit inhibits the final perfection 
of inspiration. 

On the other hand, film composing is a splendid dis- 
cipline, and I recommend a course of it to all composi- 
tion teachers whose pupils are apt to be dawdling in 
their ideas, or whose every bar is sacred and must not 
be cut or altered. 

When the film composer comes down to brass tacks 
he finds himself confronted with a rigid time-sheet. The 
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producer says, 'I want forty seconds of music here/ 
This means forty, not thirty-nine or forty-one. The 
picture rolls on relentlessly like Fate. If the music is too 
short it will stop dead just before the culminating kiss; 
if it is too long, it will still be registering intense emotion 
while the screen is already showing the comic man 
putting on his mother-in-law's breeches. 

A film producer would make short work of Mahler's 
interminable codas or Dvorak's five endings to each 
movement. 

I believe that film music is capable of becoming, and 
to a certain extent already is, a fine art, but it is applied 
art and a specialized art at that; it must fit the action and 
dialogue; often it becomes simply a background. Its 
form must depend on the form of the drama, so the 
composer must be prepared to write music which is 
capable of almost unlimited extension or compression; 
it must be able to fade-out and fade-in again without loss 
of continuity. A composer must be prepared to face 
losing his head or his tail or even his inside without 
demur, and must be prepared to make a workmanlike 
job of it; in fact, he must shape not only his ends, but 
his beginnings and his middles, in spite of the producer's 
rough hewings. 

It may be questioned, is any art possible in these con- 
ditions? I say, emphatically, 'Yes, if we go the right way 
to work/ It is extraordinary how, under the pressure of 
necessity, a dozen or so bars in the middle of a move- 
ment are discovered to be redundant, how a fortissimo 
climax really ought to be a pianissimo fade-out. 
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There are two ways of writing film music. One is that 
in which every action, word, gesture or incident is 
punctuated in sound. This requires great skill and orch- 
estral knowledge and a vivid specialized imagination, 
but often leads to a mere scrappy succession of sounds of 
no musical value in itself. On this the question arises: 
should film music have any value outside its particular 
function? By value I do not mean necessarily that it 
must sound equally well played as a concert piece, but 
I do believe that no artistic result can come from this 
complex entity, the film, unless each element, acting, 
photography, script, and music are each, in themselves 
and by themselves, intrinsically good. 

The other method of writing film music, which per- 
sonally I favour, pardy because I am quite incapable of 
doing the first, is to ignore the details and to intensify 
the spirit of the whole situation by a continuous stream 
of music. This stream can be modified (often at re- 
hearsal!) by points of colour superimposed on the flow. 
For example, your music is illustrating Columbus's 
voyage and you have a sombre tune symbolizing the 
weariness of the voyage, die depression of the crew and 
the doubts of Columbus, But the producer says, 1 want 
a little bit of sunshine music for that flash on the waves/ 
Now, don't say, *O well, the music does not provide for 
that; I must tike it home and write something quite 
new/ If you are wise, you will send the orchestra away 
for five minutes, which will delight diem. Then you 
look at the score to find out what instruments are un- 
employed say, the harp and two muted trumpets 
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you write in your sunlight at the appropriate second; 
you re-call the orchestra; you then pky the altered 
version, while the producer marvels at your skill in 
composing what appears to him to be an entirely new 
piece of music in so short a time. 

On the other hand, you must not be horrified if you 
find that a passage which you intended to portray the 
villain's mad revenge has been used by the musical 
director to illustrate the cats being driven out of the 
dairy. The truth is that within limits any music can be 
made to fit any situation. An ingenious and sympathetic 
musical director can skilfully manoeuvre a musical phrase 
so that it exactly synchronizes with a situation which was 
never in the composer's mind. 

I am only a novice at this art of film music and some 
of my more practised colleagues assure me that when I 
have had all their experience my youthful exuberance 
will disappear, and I shall look upon film composing 
not as an art but as a business. At present I still feel a 
morning blush which has not yet paled into the light of 
common day. I still believe that the film contains 
potentialities for the combination of all the arts such as 
Wagner never dreamt of. 

I would therefore urge those distinguished musicians 
who have entered into the world of die cinema Bax, 
Bliss, Walton, Benjamin, and others to realize their 
responsibility in helping to take the film out of the 
realm of hackwork and make it a subject worthy of a 
real composer. 

If, however, the composer is to take his side of the 
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bargain seriously the other partners in the transaction 
must come out to meet him. The arts must combine 
from the very inception of the idea. There is a story of 
a millionaire who built a house and showed it to a friend 
when it was near completion. The friend commented 
on the bare and barrack-like look of the building. 'But, 
you see/ said the millionaire, Ve haven't added the 
architecture yet/ This seems to be the idea of music held 
by too many film directors. When the photography is 
finished, when the dialogue and the barking dogs and 
the whistling trains and the screeching taxis have been 
pasted onto the sound-track (I expect this is an entirely 
unscientific way of expressing it), then, thinks the 
director, let us have a little music to add a final frill*. 
So the music only comes in when all the photography 
is done and the actors dispersed to their homes or to 
their next job. Perhaps the composer has (unwisely from 
the practical point of view) already read the script and 
devised music for certain situations as he has imagined 
them before seeing the pictures, but what can he do 
about it? The photograph is already there, the timing is 
rigidly fixed and if the composer's musical ideas are too 
long or too short they must be cut or repeated, or worse 
still, hurried or slowed down, because, the photograph 
once taken, there can be no re-riming. 

"What is the remedy for all this? Surely the author, 
director, photographer and composer should work to- 
gether from the beginning. Him directors pay lip service 
to this idea; they tell you that they want the ideal com- 
bination of the arts, but when all is finished one finds 
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that much of the music has been cut out or faded down 
to a vague murmur, or distorted so that its own. father 
would not know it, and this without so much as 'by 
your leave* to the unhappy musician, 

I repeat then, the various elements should work to- 
gether from the start. I can imagine the author showing 
a rough draft to the composer; the composer would 
suggest places where, in his opinion, music was neces- 
sary, and the author would, of course, do the same to 
the composer. The composer could even sketch some of 
the music and if it was mutually approved of, the scenes 
could be timed so as to give the music free play. Let us 
suppose, for example, that the film contains a scene in 
which the hero is escaping from his enemies and arrives 
at a shepherd's hut in the mountains. The composer 
finds he wants a long theme to 'establish' the mountain 
scenery, but the director says, 'That will never do, it 
would hold up the action', and so they fight it out; per- 
haps the director wins and the composer has to alter or 
modify his music. Or the director is so pleased with the 
composer's tune that he risks the extra length. My point 
is that all this should be done before the photographs are 
taken. This would not prevent further modifications in 
the final stages. 

An outsider would probably consider this procedure 
obvious, but so far as my limited experience goes, it has 
never occurred as a possibility to the author, or the 
director, and certainly not to the composer. 

Again, when music is to accompany dialogue or 
action, surely the actors should hear the music before 
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they start rehearsing; and at rehearsal, act to the music, 
both from the point of view of timing and of emotional 
reaction. 

I need hardly say that the same give-and-take would 
be necessary here, that is, that the composer must be 
ready occasionally to modify his music to fit the action 
and dialogue. 

It is objected that this is unpractical. One could not 
have a symphony orchestra day after day in the studio 
accompanying a long drawn-out rehearsal for each 
scene. The expense, it is said, would be impossible. 
When I hear of the hundreds of thousands of pounds 
which are spent on a film production, it seems to be 
rather queer to cavil at the few extra hundreds which 
this would involve, but let that pass. If an orchestra is 
impossible, how about the pianoforte? The trouble 
would be to eliminate the pianoforte sounds and sub- 
stitute an orchestral equivalent which would absolutely 
synchronize. I am told that no method has yet been 
devised that can do this. I know nothing about the 
mechanics of the film-making, the skill of the whole 
thing fills me with awe, so I cannot believe that the 
oigineeis, if they really wished, could not devise a 
method where there's a will there's a way. At present, 
where film music is concerned there is not the will, Yet 
another method would be to rehearse with the music 
played, I presume, on the pianoforte, and then, having 
registered the exact timing and the exact emotional 
reaction of the actors to the jnusic, to act it all over 
again in exactly the same way without the music. I 
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cannot help feeling that the result would be intolerably 
mechanical. 

Of these three methods the pianoforte accompani- 
ment (afterwards to be eliminated) seems to be the best 
solution of the problem. Does it really pass the wit of 
those marvellous engineers of the film to devise some 
method by which it can be achieved? 

I believe that this and many other problems could be 
solved by those who have had much experience, if the 
composer insisted. As long as music is content to be the 
maid-of^all-work, until the musicians rise to their re- 
sponsibilities, we shall achieve nothing. 

Perhaps one day a great film will be built up on the 
basis of music. The music will be written, first and the 
film devised to accompany it, or the film will be 
written to music already composed. Walt Disney has 
pointed the way in his Fantasia. But must it always be a 
cartoon film? Could not the same idea be applied to the 
photographic film? Can music only suggest die fantastic 
and grotesque creations of an artist's pencil? May it not 
also shed its light on real people? 

Does what I have written sound like the uninstructed 
grouse of an ignorant tyro? I hope not, indeed. I venture 
to believe that my very inexperience may have enabled 
me to see the wood where die expert can. only see the 
trees. 

I have often talked over these difficulties with authors, 
directors, and conductors: they have been inclined in 
theory to agree with me. I acknowledge with gratitude 
that when I have worked with them they have, within 
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their scheme, stretched every possible point to give my 
ignorandy composed music its chance, but they have 
not yet been able to break down the essentially wrong 
system by which the various arts are segregated and only 
reassembled at the last moment, instead of coming to- 
gether from the beginning. It is only when this is 
achieved that the film will come into its own as one of 
the finest of the fine arts. 

(i945) 
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VI 

A Minim's Rest 

IN The Merry Wives^ Act I, Scene iii, occurs the 
following dialogue: 



FALSTAPF: His filching was like an unskilful singer, he 

kept not time. 
NYM: The good humour is to steal at a minim's rest. 

The word minim was apparently misheard by die 
reporters who took down die play, and they wrote 
"minute's*. The eighteenth-century wiseacres, knowing 
nothing of music, except as an expensive noise, failed to 
understand the joke implied in the word minim and 
stuck to the nonsensical word, minute. This reading 
persisted right into tie nineteenth century. 

"Why could Shakespeare make a joke about a minim's 
rest and be sure of his laugh, while the eighteenth century 
did not even know the musical term? Because, under 
Elizabeth, music was a living thing to old and young, 
rich and poor. At one end of the scale comes Morley's 
pupil who was ashamed because he could not take his 
part in a madrigal after supper, and at the other the 
'groundlings* who did not misunderstand when Shake- 
speare called one of his most beautiful songs silly sooth, 
old and plain, sung by the spinsters and knitters in the 
sun. They knew that Shakespeare realized the beauty of 
their 'old plain* ballads; is he not always quoting them? 
What would Dr. Johnson have said if he were told that 
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because he had no ear for music he was fit for stratagems 
and spoils? He refused to smile with the simple and feed 
with the poor 'Nay, my dear lady, let me smile with 
the wise, and feed with the rich'. 

How came it about that in the eighteenth century 
music was driven underground except as an exotic 
luxury for the rich? Well, for one thing we had a 
German king who brought in his train one of the greatest 
of German composers, who finally planted his heavy 
heel on our island music-making. This German king 
was at the beck and call of a landed oligarchy which 
grew daily in power and wealth. The sons of these 
country gentry were sent on the 'grand tour' of Europe 
whence they returned laden with foreign pictures and 
sculpture and bringing home with them a voracious 
horde of French, German and Italian musicians who did 
not try to understand our art, but planted their own 
standards in its place. They were at one and the same 
time worshipped as divine beings and despised as 
'damned French fiddlers' a wholesome state of things 
in which a national art might flourish! 

Music came to be considered a foreign luxury to be 
enjoyed by the rich, together with their wine and their 
China tea, but to practise which professionally was 
entirely unworthy of John Bull. Thus the divergence 
between art and life grew ever wider. Art became 
isolated in cathedral closes, parish churches, and Non- 
conformist chapels. Perhaps this was not altogether a 
bad thing, for within these narrow confines there grew 
up the art of the eighteenth-century hymn, psalm, and 
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chant tunes; something entirely sui generis and within its 
limits often very beautiful. 

And what about the music of the people which had 
flourished exceedingly in Tudor times? We know that 
Squire Western still liked 'Bobbing Joan' while Sophia 
preferred Mr. Handel. In the end Handel won and the 
songs of the people were no longer sung in more pros- 
perous circles. The peasantry, owing to the Enclosure 
Acts followed by the Industrial Revolution, became a 
depressed class indeed; the iron curtain descended on 
their activities but were they dumb? Their music and 
their poetry were indeed ignored right into the nine- 
teenth century by the manor house and the parsonage. 
In vain did the squire's daughter and the parson's wife 
try to interest their tenants and parishioners in the music 
of Mendelssohn and Spohr no, they were 'entirely un- 
musical'. Poor ignorant ladies bountiful ! They had only 
to listen outside the village alehouse or the labourer's 
cottage of an evening. There, age-old ballads such as 
Percy would have envied were sung to tunes of a classical 
distinction and beauty. Woe betide these interlopers if 
they were seen the singer would at once shut up like 
an oyster and become once again 'entirely unmusical'. 

George Trevelyan in his History of England has a 
wonderful passage in which he describes the submergence 
of the Anglo-Saxon tongue unwritten and unspoken 
except by the villein through three centuries till it 
emerged in Tudor times as the vehicle of the poetry of 
Shakespeare and Milton. 

Is it possible that the same thing is happening with our 
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music? Long it has lain underground. The old psalmody 
of the parish church was destroyed in the fifties and 
sixties by the Oxford Movement and Hymns Atident and 
Modern. The church band was superseded by the wheezy 
harmonium and later by the American 'organ*. The 
folk-song ceased to be sung in its true environment after 
the Education Act, 1870. Why try to make your own 
music when it can be obtained much cheaper and nastier 
through the popular press? 

But if the light of English music flickered, it never 
quite went out. Arthur Sullivan had the makings of a 
unique composer but circumstances were too much 
for him. It seems fated that our musicians should be born 
out of due time. Purcell lived before the great period 
when his genius could have its full technical equipment. 
Wesley was tied hand and foot to the organ-stool. 
Sullivan also was bound by the convention of his time. 
He could, under happier circumstances, have written 
another Figaro but 'light* music was obliged to be 
trivial; 'serious' music had to take on the smug solemnity 
of the mid-Victorian oratorio. Music which should be 
at once light and serious was unheard o 

Perhaps the darkest hour was before the dawn. The 
nineteenth century saw the birth and early development 
of Parry, Stanford, and Elgar. They were the pioneers 
who led the way to the great resurgence of music here 
in England. What was the life-giving power which led 
these men to hand on the torch of triumph? Time was 
when music by a British composer meant rows of 
empty seats. Now all is changed why? Because all the 
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composers of this renaissance from Parry to Britten, 
different and often antagonistic as their aims are, have this 
in common that they realize that vital art must grow in 
its own soil and be nurtured by its own rain and sunshine. 

But this alone would not be enough. It takes 1,000 
bad composers to make one good one, it takes 1,000 
mediocre violinists to make one virtuoso. Some people 
say that art is for the few that may be true, but it is only 
from the many voices that one can pick out the few who 
know the password. 

It was not so long ago that the Encyclopaedia Britannica 
could define Art as an ornament on the fringe of life, a 
luxury for those who could afibrd it, and to this day 
The Times classifies a performance of Bach's Passion in 
a church under the heading of 'entertainments*. But the 
mass of the people have by this time realized that music 
is not only an c aitertainment*, nor a mere luxury, but 
a necessity of the spiritual if not of the physical life, an 
opening of those magic casements through which we 
can catch a glimpse of that country where ultimate 
reality will be found. 

It seems that music, not only in its vague aspects but 
in its very details was an essential part of die spiritual life 
of the sixteenth century. It was not for nothing that both 
Shakespeare and Milton were skilled musicians, or that 
George Herbert could write: 

Or since all music is but three parts vied 
And multiplied; 

O let thy blessed Spirit bear a part 
And make up our defects with his sweet art, 
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and make sure that he would be understood. How 
different from the mere dope of 'Music when soft voices 
die' in the early nineteenth century. 

The Elizabethans experienced a great revival of 
national consciousness which expressed itself in their 
poetry and music. Are we experiencing a similar re- 
vival? It is not mere accident that during the last war, 
when our national consciousness became very vivid, 
when everyone was keyed up to greater and greater 
effort, the need for music became greater and greater. 
The time will soon be due for the next supreme com- 
poser. He will arise in that community which is best 
fitted to receive him. 

(1948) 
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VII 
Bach, the Great Bourgeois 

WHEN I was a small boy I was brought up 
almost entirely on Handel, and especially 
the Handel Festival. I once heard a Bach 
Gavotte at a village concert and asked whether it was 
right to put such a name on the same programme as the 
great masters, and my aunt told me that Bach was quite 
a good composer: but of course not so good as Handel 
(this being die accepted view in those days); and with 
lite strange incuriosity of a child I left it at that and made 
no further inquiries until I went to school at ten years old. 
There I was taken in hand by the music master, 
Mr. C. T. West, whose name I shall always hold in 
reverence. He soon realized that I did not much care 
for the 'Maiden's Prayer' or "True Love' and one day 
* momentous day for me he brought me a Bach 
Album edited by Berthold Tours. Here indeed was a 
revelation; here was something undeniably belonging to 
no period or style, something for all time. This is where 
Bach differs from other composers. They, with the 
exception of a few outstanding Beethoven works, be- 
long to their time, but Bach, though superficially he may 
speak the eighteenth-century language, belongs to no 
school or period. 

There is a tendency nowadays to 'put Bach in his 
place'. He is labelled as 'Baroque' (whatever that may 
mean) and according to the latest orders from Germany 
he is to be performed as 'period music' in the precise 
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periwig style. This is all part of a movement to 'play- 
Back as he wrote it'. To do this would be impossible 
even if we wanted to. Our violins are pkyed on quite a 
different principle; our horns are soft and our trombones 
are loud. I should like to see Mr. Goossens confronted 
with one of those gross bagpipe instruments which in 
Bach's time stood for an oboe. The harpsichord, how- 
ever it may sound in a small room and to my mind it 
never has a pleasant sound in a large concert room 
sounds justlike the ticking of a sewing machine. We have 
no longer, thank Heaven, the Baroque style of organ, 
which we are told, with very insufficient evidence, was 
the kind of instrument Bach pkyed upon. (By the way, 
I see there is a movement afoot to substitute this bubble- 
and-squeak type of instrument for the noble diapason 
and soft mixtures of our cathedral organs.) 

We cannot perform Bach exactly as he was pkyed in 
his time even if we wanted to, and the question is, do we 
want to? I say emphatically, No! Some music dies with 
its period, but what is really immortal endures from 
generation to generation. The interpretation and with 
it the means of interpretation differ with each genera- 
tion. If the music is ephemeral it will disappear with any 
change of fashion. If the music is really alive it will live 
on through all the alterations of musical thought. 

A young exquisite once said to me, 1 don't like Bach, 
he is so bourgeois', to which I probably answered that 
being bourgeois myself I considered Bach the greatest of 
all composers. 

It is Bach's intense humanity which endears him to me 
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and my fellow bourgeois. The proletarians (if there were 
any in this country) would be too much occupied with 
their wrongs, and tie 'governing classes* (if indeed they 
existed outside the imagination of the New Statesman) 
would be too much occupied in preserving their rights 
to have time to be human. Those members of choral 
societies who sing Bach perhaps have not the exquisite 
literary taste of our high intelligentsia. The pietism of 
Bach's texts are not an offence to them even when 
they are translated into what the Rev. Dr. Troutbeck 
imagined was English. Well, the members of our choral 
societies are not literary experts and certain words which 
shock the esoteric sense of the literary aristocrats pass by 
them unnoticed. We English are not literary, we are not 
artistic, but we are musical. 

But we must introduce Bach to our musical public not 
as a museum piece; we must do nothing to give the 
slightest hint of the scholar or the antiquarian. Does this 
involve, for example, the substitution of a pianoforte 
for a harpsichord; the doubling of the oboes with the 
clarinets in loud passages; the occasional substitution of 
strings for the harpsichord in the 'realization' of Bach's 
figured bass? Different circumstances require different 
treatment. 

How did Bach hear his own cantatas and passions? He 
had a choir of sixteen voices, not very good according 
to his own account; a very ramshackle orchestra of about 
the same size and also a large organ. This is what he 
heard, and as Sir George Dyson jusdy says, it is doubtful 
if he ever heard a decent performance of one of his 
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cantatas. What would he have said if he could have 
heard the Mass or Passion sung by three hundred voices 
from Leeds or Huddersfield? Would he not have been 
thrilled and uplifted? It might not be quite what he 
expected. He might have said: 

"This is not what I ever hoped to hear, but it realizes 
and more than realizes what was in my mind. However 
with this enormous and splendid choir what is that 
wretched litde orchestra of two oboes and two flutes 
doing. This, of course, must be altered. 

1 see you have an instrument here called a clarinet. 
This would be very useful to increase the tone of your 
oboes, which to my mind is very thin, and to steady the 
occasional bubble of your trumpets. Again, where is 
your organ? It is essential to fill in the gaps of my 
orchestra. I see that you have an organ in your hall but 
you tell me it can't be used because it is the wrong pitch. 
Well, you are a funny people. How do you propose to 
do my 'Confiteor* or the opening chorus of 'JEn* Feste 
Burg* without an organ? Of course you must add some- 
thing. No, I need not do it myself any competent 
musician who understands my work can do that part of 
it. Some of your new instruments which I see in the 
orchestra could be brought in to help: your nimble 
horns which are soft, whereas mine were loud, and your 
trombones which are loud, whereas mine were soft: 
you have changed all that and in order to keep the 
spirit of my music you must, perforce, modify the letter/ 

Purists may object that Bach never used trombones 
and trumpets in die same piece of music. This is true, 
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and for this wonderful reasons have been given couched 
in the best jargon of aesthetic philosophy. The real 
reason was discovered by Professor Sanfbrd Terry, 
namely, that the same performers played both instru- 
ments! Nowadays we have both trumpets and trom- 
bones at our disposal. May we not, in the absence of an 
organ, double our voice parts with trombones as Bach 
himself often did? Sir Hugh Allen was hardly an icono- 
clast, but he doubled the voices with trombones in the 
last pages of the B Minor Mass. Doubtless Bach would 
have done the same if his players had not been already 
occupied mounting up to high D on their trumpets. 

Can we not apply this principle to Bach's string parts 
as well? He had a very meagre band of strings and they 
were probably all double-handed that is to say, they 
could play the violin or viola equally badly. Now in 
some of Bach's arias, notably the Agnus Dei of the 
B Minor Mass, he wanted all the available strings for 
that wonderful opening melody. If you look at the score 
you will see that the first and second violins play in 
unison and that the violas are silent; this means, I have 
no doubt, that he made the violas change to violins for 
that number, leaving the inner parts to be filled in as 
best they could on the organ or harpsichord; and I feel 
equally certain that the continuo player filled in a flow- 
ing accompaniment and not those nasty detached twangs 
on the harpsichord which we hear nowadays. In our 
modern orchestras we have violins and violas galore, so 
there is no necessity for the violas to double the violins; 
therefore they sit idle, earning their guineas for nothing. 
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To my mind, it would be justifiable to entrust the said 
flowing accompaniment to them. When I tried the 
experiment Sir Hugh Allen was slightly surprised but 
said, It sounded very beautiful/ 

Closely connected with the problem of adaptation is 
the question of words. The purists in this matter can be 
divided into two classes those who say that a perform- 
ance must be in the original language; that Bach wrote 
for the German text and only the German text may be 
used, with the result of course that hardly any of the 
performers would be able to pronounce, or the audience 
understand, what is being sung (I am speaking of course 
not of an audience of specialists but of the great mass of 
people who are now crowding to sing and bear Bach). 
The other class are those who admit that performances 
must be in English, but that the words must be mauled 
about so that not a single note of Bach's recitative shall 
be altered. These people evidently have no feeling for 
the beauty of the Authorized Version and, rather than 
alter one note of Bach's music, they will countenance 
such horrors as 'One brief hour' as given in one of our 
English translations. In this case we are indeed con- 
fronted with a conflict of loyalties loyalty to Bach's 
incomparable music and loyalty to the incomparable 
beauty of our English Authorized Version. 

Of course when Bach has a definite melodic passage 
as in his arias and ariosos his notes must come first. But 
in the mere narrative where his object was to fit notes to 
the words so as to make correct declamation of the text, 
surely we may alter a note or two so as to preserve our 
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superb English Biblical language, though of course, 
even here, when Bach has a magnificent expressive 
phrase for a particular word, we must, of course, place 
that word under the note which expresses it. Thus we 
are obliged to say, 'Go yonder and pray' instead of 
*Go and pray yonder* so that the word 'pray' can be 
under Bach's wonderful musical illustration. 

This point of view naturally does not occur to the 
distinguished foreign musicians who come here to con- 
duct Bach. I remember once talking on the subject to a 
well-known and very talented foreign conductor. He 
was much horrified at the slight alterations in the recita- 
tive of the Bach-Elgar edition of the Passion. When I 
pointed out to him that they were made so as to preserve 
the text of the Authorized Version which we all loved 
in England he replied with scorn, *I should like to know 
who authorized it', and when I objected that Trout- 
beck's literary style left much to be desired he only said 
that he believed he was a very religious mm. 

Did Bach always mean his orchestral directions to be 
carried out to the letter? For example, he scarcely ever 
specified what instrument is to play the continuo. I have 
heard the Agnus Dei from the B Minor Mass accom- 
panied by what Mr. Byard expressively calls 'plops' on 
the harpsichord and a full quota of double basses grunt- 
ing out the bass. Again, when Bach writes an obbligato 
and marks it 'oboe col violini' does he really mean the 
doubling to go on all the time? May we not suppose that 
at the rehearsal he told the oboe to rest for a certain 
number of bars (indeed if the oboist tried to play the 
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whole time as written he would probably burst); and 
occasionally told the violins to be silent and let the oboe 
be heard alone? I have tried this experiment with, I hope, 
success in the instrumental interludes of *Jesu, Joy of 
Man's Desiring 5 . 

Now we must tackle the problem of what is rather 
pompously called 'realization of the continuo'. In many 
of the arias and in the whole of the Evangelist's recita- 
tives all that Bach provided was the bass and the 
necessary figures to indicate what harmonies should be 
played above the bass. (A figured bass by the way is 
something like the scheme which has been adopted for 
notation of the music for the ukelele in modern times.) 
The continuo part was given to the keyboard player 
whose duty it was to improvise a full accompaniment 
according to the indication in the figures. 

It cannot be made too clear that what we find in the 
usual pianoforte scores of the Bach recitatives is not 
what Bach wrote. As I have already said, what Bach 
wrote for his recitatives was only the bass with the 
necessary figures to indicate the harmonies. In the usual 
vocal scores of the Passion this bass is 'realized' as a 
series of detached chords placed in the dullest part of the 
instrument and with hardly any variation of treatment 
which makes the cadences, particularly, almost intoler- 
able. However, I hope and believe that these printed 
pianoforte parts are never played and, injustice to the 
arranger, I tht'nV they were never meant to be played. 
Perhaps really it would have been better in that case to 
print simply Bach's bass and figures and not give simple- 
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minded people the Idea that when they pky these dreary 
chords tiey are pkying Bach. How, then, are we to 
pky Bach recitatives? We have some evidence that Bach 
and the pupils under his guidance did something interest- 
ing and elaborate by way of 'realisation'. Will it be 
impertinent if we also try to do something interesting 
and ekborate, always of course keeping well within 
Bach's idiom? In this way, I believe we should truly 
interpret the word 'continue* by a flowing melodic out- 
line varying according to the nature of the narrative and 
the emotional content of the words. 

"The letter killeth, but the Spirit giveth life/ If we 
adhere meticulously and mechanically to the letter of 
Bach we shall inevitably kill the spirit. Bach's hearers 
were eighteenth-century German Lutherans with minds 
very different from ours. They had, for example, a very 
personal reaction to theology; they saw no harm in 
singing 'Mein Jesu gute Nacht'. Our purists would have 
us sing *My Jesus now good night', but we quite rightly 
realize that in English this would be mere affectation. 
Again, these eighteenth-century German burghers liked 
full value for their money and they thought nothing of 
sitting in church listening to, or possibly sleeping 
through, three-and-a-half hours of music, plus a sermon. 
But we, with our quicker apprehension, are more easily 
exhausted and cannot really endure tie emotion of this 
music for so long. 

It is the fashion nowadays to perform Bach's Passion 
in its entirety with a 'Bach' luncheon party between the 
parts. I believe this to be a mistake. We must admit that 
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Homer occasionally nods, and that some of the arias are 
not up to Bach's high standard. It is, I believe, wrong to 
include these for the sake of a mechanical completeness. 
It is not impossible that Bach never meant diem all to be 
played on the same occasion, but that he made a different 
selection from year to year. I admit there is no evidence 
for this; but all the same it seems not impossible. Why 
should we perform Bach with all the disabilities under 
which he suffered any more than we perform Shake- 
speare in the Elizabethan pronunciation? If by modify- 
ing the letter we kill the spirit of Bach, then he had better 
remain dead and be put in the museum with the other 
mummies. Through all the changes and chances the 
beauty of his music abides because his music appeals to 
everyone not only to the aesthete, the musicologist or 
the propagandist, but above all to Whitman's 'Divine 
Average' that great middle class from whom nearly all 
that is worth while in religion, painting, poetry, and 
music has sprung. 

Let me finish with one short story. The other day a 
messenger boy came to the door with a C.O.D. parcel. 
When I had paid the cash, signed along the dotted line 
and received his official 'thank you', he hesitated a 
moment and then added, 'Wtien's the Passion?* 
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VIII 
A Musical Autobiography 

MY first teacher in musical theory was my 
aunt, Miss Wedgwood. When I was about 
six I wrote a pianoforte piece, four bars long, 
called, heaven knows why, The Robins Nest. It was 
shown to some musical visitors and my sister heard one 
of them say, 'Has he learnt any thoroughbass?* My sister 
and I pondered for long over what 'thoroughbass* could 
be. Of course, it never occurred to us to ask. However, 
soon after this my aunt took me through a book which 
I still have, called The Child's Introduction to Thorough 
Bass in Conversations of a Fortnight between a Mother and 
her Daughter aged Ten years old: London 9 printed for 
Baldwin Cradock and Joy > 14, Paternoster Row, 1819. Here 
is a specimen from conversation 8: 

MAJRY: Mama, have I anything more to learn about 
the chord of the yth? 

MOTHER: Yes, you already know how a simple chord of 
the yth is formed, but you are also to learn that 
there are 4 different kinds of 7th. 

From this I went on to Stainer's Harmony 9 and when 
I was about eight I went in for a correspondence course 
organized by Edinburgh University, and, so far as I can 
remember, passed both the preliminary and advanced 
examinations. My handwriting was, at that time, con- 
sidered too bad (I am told that some people still hold 
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this extraordinary opinion) and I was allowed to dictate 
my exercises to my aunt. 

Meanwhile, I had been taught the pianoforte, which 
I never could play, and the violin, which was my 
musical salvation. I remember as if it were yesterday, 
when I was about, I think, seven years old walking with 
my mother through the streets of Eastbourne and seeing 
in a music shop an advertisement of violin lessons. My 
mother said to me, * Would you like to learn the violin?* 
and I, without thinking, said, 'Yes/ Accordingly, next 
day, a wizened old German called Cramer appeared on 
the scene and gave me my first violin lesson. 

I took my violin with me to a preparatory school at 
Rottingdean where I had lessons from a well-known 
Brighton teacher, Quirke. The climax of my career at 
Rottingdean was when I played Raffs Cavatina at a 
school concert. Fifty years later, at one of the Three 
Choirs Festivals, I was suddenly moved to seize W. H. 
Reed's violin and play through RaiPs Cavatina by heart, 
double stops and all, while Reed vamped an accompani- 
ment, before a discerning and enthusiastic audience. But 
to continue my violin career to its bitter end: at Charter- 
house I joined the school orchestra and played second 
violin, changing later to viola. I also played in Haydn 
string quartets with Colonel Lewin and his musical 
family in the holidays, and on Sundays at school I used 
to go to Mr. Girdlestone, one of the masters, where 
with several other boys we played through Concert! 
Grossi by the great Italian masters. I owe a great deal to 
these ensemble experiences. 
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I remember my first practical lesson in orchestration. 
The school band was playing the slow movement of 
Beethoven's Hrst Symphony. The violas were quite dose 
to the one horn in the orchestra and my first lesson in 
orchestral texture came from hearing the holding note 
on the horn which accompanies the reiterated figure of 
the violas. I believe I should have made quite a decent 
fiddler, but the authorities decided that if I was to take 
up music at all the violin was too 'doubtful' a career and 
I must seek safety on the organ stool, a trade for which 
I was entirely unsuited; indeed, I have the distinction of 
being the only pupil who entirely baffled Sir Walter 
Parratt, though I must add, for my own credit, 
that later on I passed the F.R.C.O. examination. Sir 
Hugh Allen always insisted that I must have bribed the 
examiners. 

One great landmark in my musical education came, 
as I have mentioned earlier, while I was still at my pre- 
paratory school at Rottingdean. It was decided that I 
was to have some pianoforte lessons from the visiting 
teacher, Mr. C. T. West. Hrst he gave me the ordinary 
music teacher's rubbish, Petite Valse and so on; but he 
had the insight to perceive that I should like something 
better, and one day he brought me a little book which 
I have always considered a great treasure Novello's 
Bach Album. Bach had never been part of the home 
curriculum Handel, Mozart, Haydn, and some early 
Beethoven was what we were fed on at home. My 
brother, sister, and I were encouraged to play pianoforte 
duets from funny old volumes containing choruses from 
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The Messiah and Israel which I loved, and arias from Don 
Giovanni and Figaro which bored me, though I have to 
admit that we pkyed the overture to Figaro at about 
minim = 50, my aunt complaining that it was the 
fashion to play it much too fast. 

Later we added Schubert's inarches and Haydn's sym- 
phonies to our repertoire. Since those early times I have 
never wavered in my admiration of Haydn. I remember 
one problem which disturbed me in my study of him. 
My aunt disapproved of waltzes and thought they were 
vulgar. Now, the second subject of Haydn's Eb Sym- 
phony is undoubtedly a waltz. Haydn I knew was a 
great composer, a waltz I knew was something vulgar; 
surely a great composer could not write anything vulgar? 
The problem remained unsolved. 

Of Bach I then knew nothing and I imagined vaguely 
that he was like Handel but not so good. This Bach 
album was a revelation, something quite different from 
anything I knew, and Bach still remains for me in a 
niche by himself* 

One episode in my career at Charterhouse must be 
told. I had the temerity to approach Dr. Haig Brown, 
the headmaster (and headmasters were headmasters in 
those days, not the hail-fellow-well-met-young-feller- 
me-lads of modern times), to obtain the loan of the 
school hall to give a concert of compositions by myself 
and a school friend, H. Vivian Hamilton, who after- 
wards became well-known as a pianist. My chief con- 
tribution to the programme was a pianoforte trio in one 
movement. All I remember about it is that the principal 
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theme is distinctly reminiscent of Cesar Franck, a com- 
poser of whom I was not even aware in those days and 
whom I have since learned to dislike cordially. I must 
have got the theme from one of the French or Belgian 
imitators of Franck whose salon music was popular in 
those days. I remember that after the concert James 
Noon, the mathematical master, came up to me and 
said in that sepulchral voice which Carthusians of my 
day knew so well, Very good, Williams, you must go 
on/ 1 treasured this as one of the few words of encourage- 
ment I ever received in my life! 

On leaving Charterhouse in 1890 I went direct to the 
R.C.M., but during the intervening summer holidays a 
very important thing happened to me. I went to Munich 
and heard my first Wagner opera. We found that Die 
Walkiire was down for that evening. The opera, we 
were told, would start at 7, so at 6 o'clock we sat down 
to have a preliminary meal. Hardly had we started when 
the waiter rushed in he had made a mistake, on a 
Wagner Abend the Opera started at 6. The rest decided 
for dinner, but I, like the hero of a novel, left my food 
untasted' and rushed off to the Opera House. I arrived 
just in time to hear that wonderfiil passage for strings 
whep. Sieglinde offers Siegmund the cup. This was my 
first introduction to later Wagner, but I experienced no 
surprise, but rather that strange certainty that I had 
heard it all before. There was a feeling of recognition 
as of meeting an old friend which comes to us all in the 
fece of great artistic experiences. I had the same experi- 
ence when I first heard an English folk-song, when I 
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first saw Michael Angdo's Day and Night, when I sud- 
denly came upon Stonehenge, or had my first sight of 
New York City the intuition that I had been there 
already. 

That September I entered as a student at the R.C.M. 
and was determined, if possible, to study composition 
under Parry. I had first heard of Parry some years before, 
when I was still a schoolboy. I remember my cousin, 
Stephen Massingberd, coming into the room full of that 
new book Studies of Great Composers. "This man, Parry/ 
he said, 'declares that a composer must write music as 
his musical conscience demands/ This was quite a new 
idea to me, the loyalty of the artist to bis art. Soon after 
that I got to know some of his music, especially parts of 
Judith and I remember, even as a boy, my brother saying 
to me that there was something, to his mind, peculiarly 
English about his music. So I was quite prepared to join 
with the other young students of the R.C.M. in wor- 
shipping at that shrine, and I think I can truly say that I 
have never been disloyal to it. Perhaps I can no longer, 
owing to the weakening digestion of old age, swallow 
Parry's music whole as I did then; but I still thrill to the 
magnificence of Job and De Profundis, and I hereby 
solemnly declare, keeping steadily in view the works of 
Byrd, Purcell, and Elgar, that Blest Pair of Sirens is my 
favourite piece of music written by an Englishman. 

By a wise ruling of the College, which I fear no longer 
obtains, no one was allowed to study composition until 
he had passed Grade 5 in harmony. So for two terms I 
did my theoretical work with Dr. F. E. Gladstone. 

B.C.S. 13? K 
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Under his guidance I worked through every exercise in 
Macfarrens Harmony ', a discipline for which I have ever 
since been grateful. 

After two terms I passed my Grade 5 harmony and 
was allowed to become a pupil of Parry. I will not try 
to describe what this experience meant to a boy. I was 
very elementary at the time. I blush with shame now 
when I think of the horrible litde songs and anthems 
which I presented for his criticism. Parry's great watch- 
word was 'characteristic'. He was always trying to dis- 
cover the character revealed in even the weakest of his 
students' compositions. Before telling the following 
story I ought to explain that Parry, not content with the 
official lesson, used to keep his pupils' compositions to 
look at during the week. One day, through pure care- 
lessness, I had written out a scale passage with one note 
repeated and then a gap (i.e., CDEFGGBC instead of 
CDEFGABC). Parry said, 'I have been looking at this 
passage for a long time to discover whether it is just a 
mistake or whether you meant anything characteristic.' 

I was painfully illiterate in those days, even more so 
than now. Parry could hardly believe that I knew so 
Htde music. One day he was talking to me about the 
wonderful climax in the development of the Appas- 
sionato Sonata. Suddenly he realized that I did not know 
it, so he sat down at the pianoforte and played it through 
to me. There were showers of wrong notes, but in spite 
of that it was the finest performance that I have heard. 
So I was told to study more Beethoven, especially the 
posthumous quartets, c as a religious exercise'. At that 
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time I hated Beethoven. I was suffering from an over- 
dose of Gounod, and I could not understand why the 
tune in the finale of the *Eroica* Symphony was good 
music, while the 'Judex* from Mors et Vita was bad 
music. (I was only eighteen, please teacher.) To this day 
die Beethoven idiom repels me, but I hope I have at 
last learnt to see the greatness that lies behind the idiom 
that I dislike, and at the same time, to see an occasional 
weakness behind the Bach idiom which I love. 

Parry was very generous in lending scores to his 
pupils. This was long before the days of miniature 
scores and gramophone records. I borrowed Siegfried 
and Tristan and Brahms's Requiem, and for some time 
after, my so-called compositions consisted entirely of 
variations of a passage near the beginning of that work. 

I remember one day when I came in for my lesson I 
found a fellow student, Richard Walthew, borrowing 
the score of the Prelude to Parsifal Parry condemned it 
as the weakest of the Wagner preludes 'mere scene 
painting' was, I think, his description of it. He was 
always very insistent on the importance of form as 
opposed to colour. He had an almost moral abhorrence 
of mere luscious sound. It has been said that Parry's own 
orchestration was bad; the truth is, I think, that he 
occasionally went too far in his deliberate eschewal of 
mere orchestral effect. Years after this I was sitting next 
to Elgar at a rehearsal of Parry's Symphonic Variations 
with its curious spiky sound. I said, *I suppose many 
people would call this bad orchestration; I do not find 
it so.' Elgar turned on me almost fiercely: 'Of course 
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it's not bad orchestration, the music could, have been 
scored in no other way/ 

Parry's criticism was constructive. He was not merely 
content to point out faults, but would prescribe the 
remedy. The last two bars of my early part song 'The 
Willow Song* were almost certainly composed by Parry. 

Parry once said to me, * Write choral music as befits 
an "English-maii and a democrat/ We pupils of Parry 
have, if we have been wise, inherited from Parry the 
great English choral tradition which Tallis passed on to 
Byrd, Byrd to Gibbons, Gibbons to Purcefl, Purcell to 
Battishill and Greene, and they in their turn through the 
Wesleys to Parry. He has passed on the torch to us and 
it is our duty to keep it alight. 

I have already mentioned Richard Walthew. 1 We 
became great friends and though we hardly ever meet 
now I hope the friendship still subsists. This, how- 
ever, is not a record of friendships but of musical influ- 
ences, and I pick out Walthew's name among friends of 
that period because I learnt much from him. I used 
occasionally to go to his house at Highbury and play 
duets with him, or rather, he played and I stumbled 
behind him as best I could. In this way I learnt to know 
a lot of music including, I remember, Stanford's 'Irish' 
Symphony. In those days, before the gramophone and 
the wireless and the miniature score, the pianoforte duet 
was the only way, unless you were an orchestral player, 
of getting to know orchestral music, and one really got 
to know it from the inside, not in the superficial way of 

1 Richard Walthew died in 1952. 
I4O 
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lazily listening to a gramophone record. One day 
Walthew, who had a holy horror of anything high 
falutin in art, insisted on taking me to hear Carmen. By 
that time I had quite recovered from my Gounod fever 
and had become the complete prig. Bach, Beethoven 
(ex-officio), Brahms, and Wagner were the only com- 
posers worth considering, so I went to Carmen prepared 
to scoff, but Walthew won the day and I remained to 
pray. It must have been about the same time that I had 
another salutary disturbance of my musical prejudices: 
I heard Verdi's Requiem for the first time. At first I was 
properly shocked by the frank sentimentalism and sen- 
sationalism of the music. I remember being particularly 
horrified at the drop of a semitone on the word 'Dona*. 
Was not this the purest Village organist'? But in a very 
few minutes the music possessed me. I realized that here 
was a composer who could do all the things which I 
with my youthful pedantry thought wrong, indeed, 
would be unbearable in a lesser man; music which was 
sentimental, theatrical, occasionally even cheap, and yet 
was an overpowering masterpiece. That day I learnt that 
there is nothing in itself that is 'common or unclean*, 
indeed that there are no canons of art except that con- 
tained in the well-worn tag, c To thine own self be true/ 
In 1892 1 went to Cambridge where I had lessons from 
Charles Wood in preparation for the Mus.Bac. degree. 
.Charles Wood was the finest technical instructor I have 
ever known. I do not say necessarily the greatest teacher. 
I do not think he had the gift of inspiring enthusiasm or 
of leading to the higher planes of musical thought. 
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Indeed, he was rather prone to laugh at artistic ideals 
and would lead one to suppose that composing music 
was a trick anyone might learn if he took the trouble. 
But for the craft of composition he was unrivalled, and 
he managed to teach me enough to pull me through 
my Mus.Bac. I also had organ lessons from Alan Gray. 
Our friendship survived his despair at my playing, and 
I became quite expert at managing the stops at his 
voluntaries and organ recitals. 

In the year 1892 there also came to Cambridge, as 
organ scholar, an undergraduate rather older than the 
rest, H. P. Allen. I believe I had the honour of first 
introducing him to the music of Brahms. Allen at once 
took over the amateur University Musical Club, shook 
them out of their complacency and made them rehearse 
such things as the Schumann and Brahms pianoforte 
quintets and Schubert's string quintet. I got much 
musical instruction in listening to the rehearsal of these 
works which I came to know nearly by heart. Allen also 
gave me an opportunity of hearing, for the first time, a 
semi-public performance of a composition of my own, 
a quartet for men's voices. At the first performance the 
second tenor got a bar out and remained so nearly to the 
end. Allen organized an encore and it was done all over 
again, this time correctly. The audience disliked it the 
second time even more than the first. This may seem a 
small episode but it was my first experience of an 
essential and salutary, though unpleasant form of com- 
position lesson, a performance in public, something 
quite different from a private rehearsal. 
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Allen did me the same service, though on a larger 
scale, in 1910, when after my Sea Symphony had had a 
very doubtful reception at the Leeds festival he at once 
arranged for performances at Oxford and in London, 
though he confessed to me afterwards that he was rather 
frightened about it. 

"While I was at Cambridge I conducted a small choral 
society, which met on Sundays to sing Schubert's 
Masses. If a composer cannot play in an orchestra or 
sing in a choir the next best thing he can do in self- 
education is to try his hand at conducting and really find 
out what the performers are up against. The only way 
to learn to conduct is to 'try it on the dog*. This is much 
better than any amount of class teaching, about which 
I have grave doubts. According to Wagner, the duty 
of the conductor is to give the proper tempo to die 
orchestra. Elgar said, * When I conduct I let the orchestra 
play/ A good orchestra will pky well if the conductor 
will let them, and they pky no better because he makes 
funny faces at them. (It is different with a chorus, they 
fail to come in altogether if they don't get the right 
grimace.) The two best conducting lessons I ever had 
were from my old friend Isidore Schwiller, the violinist, 
who taught me how to start an orchestra on an upbeat, 
and from Mr. Henderson, the famous timpanist of the 
L.S.O. of old days, who said to me, 'You give us a good 
square 4 in the bar and we'll do the rest/ To which I may 
add Stanford's witty saying, *A conductor need never be 
nervous, he can't make any wrong notes/ 

After Cambridge I went back to the R.C.M. Parry 
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was by this time Director, so I went for lessons to Stan- 
ford. Stanford was a great teacher, but I believe I was 
unteachable. I made the great mistake of trying to fight 
my teacher. The way to get the best out of instruction 
is to put oneself entirely in the hands of one's instructor, 
and try to find out all about his method regardless ot 
one's own personality, keeping of course a secret *eppur 
si muove' up one's sleeve. Young students are much too 
obsessed with the idea of expressing their personalities. 
In. the merest harmony exercises they insist on keeping 
all their clumsy progressions because that is what they 
Telt', forgetting that the art cannot mature unless the 
craft matures alongside with it 

The details of my work annoyed Stanford so much 
that we seldom arrived at the broader issues and the 
lesson usually started with a conversation on these lines: 
Damnably ugly, my boy, why do you write such 
tilings?' 'Because I like them.' 'But you can't like them, 
they're not music.' *I shouldn't write them if I didn't 
like them.' So the argument went on and there was no 
time left for any constructive criticism.. 

Stanford never displayed great enthusiasm for my 
work. But his deeds were better than his words, and 
later on he introduced my work to the Leeds Festival, 
thus giving me my first opportunity of a performance 
tinder these imposing conditions. 

When all is said and done, what one really gets out 
of lessons with a great man cannot be computed in 
terms of what he said to you or what you did for him, 
but in terms of the intangible contact with his mind 
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and character. "Witt Stanford I always felt I was in the 
presence of a lovable, powerful, and enthralling mind. 

This helped me more than any amount of technical 
instruction. 

The benefit that one obtains from an academy or 
college is not so much from one's official teachers as 
from one's fellow students. I was lucky in my com- 
panions in those days. Other students at the College 
were Dunhill, Ireland, Howard Jones, Fritz Hart, and 
Gustav Hoist. We used to meet in a little teashop in 
Kensington and discuss every subject under the sun from 
the lowest note of the double bassoon to the philosophy 
of jWe the Obscure. I learnt more from these conversa- 
tions tfean from any amount of formal teaching, but I 
felt at a certain disadvantage with these companions: 
they were all so competent and I felt such an amateur. 
I have struggled all my life to conquer amateurish tech- 
nique and now that perhaps I have mastered it, it seems 
too late to make any use of it. Curiously, however, as 
regards orchestral texture, when I hear my early works, 
written when my knowledge was still all out of books 
and I had to sit for an hour wondering what to do with 
the 2nd clarinet in a loud tutti, my orchestration seems 
fuller and richer than nowadays when my writing is 
backed by practical experience. And here I should like to 
mention the names of two men who have helped me in 
my orchestral work. Cecil Forsyth before he went to 
America Vetted* many of my scores, giving out from 
his incomparable store of knowledge obtained 'straight 
from the horse's nosebag'. Gordon Jacob is the other 
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name. He was at one time nominally my pupil, though 
there was nothing I could teach him which he did not 
know better than I, at all events in the matter of tech- 
nique. Since then I have often asked his advice on points 
of orchestration, as indeed I would gladly do in any 
branch of the composer's art. 

In 1895 I was appointed to my first and last organ 
post, at St. Barnabas, South Lambeth. As I have already 
said, I never could play the organ, but this appointment 
gave me an insight into good and bad church music 
which stood me in good stead later on. I also had to 
train the choir and give organ recitals and accompany 
the services, which gave me some knowledge of music 
from the performer's point of view. I also founded a 
choral society and an orchestral society, both of them 
pretty bad, but we managed once to do a Bach Cantata 
and I obtained some of that practical knowledge of 
music which is so essential to a composer's make-up. 
Composers who think that they will achieve their aim 
by ranging apart and living the life beautiful make the 
great mistake of their lives. Wagner could never have 
written Tristan and Meistersinger if he had not had those 
years of gruelling experience at Dresden. Brahms ought 
certainly to have accepted that kapellmeistership in that 
small German town whose name I forget. Intimate 
acquaintance with the executive side of music in orch- 
estra, chorus, and opera made even Mahler into a very 
tolerable imitation of a composer. 

In 1897 I decided to have a few months' study and 
experience abroad. Stanford wanted me to go to Italy 
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and hear opera at the Scala. He thought I was too Teuton 
already. He did not want me to take definite lessons with 
anyone. But I disregarded his advice and went to Berlin. 
My reason for this choice, I believe, was the extra- 
ordinary one that Berlin was the only town at that time 
where they performed the Ring without cuts! I had an 
introduction to Herzogenberg, who looked at my work 
and said it reminded him of Mascagni, and advised me to 
study with Max Bruch. It is difficult to say what it is one 
learns from a teacher. I only know that I worked hard 
and enthusiastically and that Max Bruch encouraged me, 
and I had never had much encouragement before. With 
my own pupils now I always try to remember the value 
of encouragement. Sometimes a callow youth appears 
who may be a fool or may be a genius, and I would 
rather be guilty of encouraging a fool than of dis- 
couraging a genius. A fool, after all, may find his own 
salvation in artistic self-expression even though it means 
nothing to anyone else, and as to the genius, perhaps one 
may by analogy quote Lord Chesterfield, "If it's fine 
take an umbrella; if it's raining, please yourself* 

"When I was tinder Stanford I used to vex him much 
with my flattened sevenths. He tried to prove to me that 
the flat leading note was pure theory and that all folk- 
songs descended on to the tonic, but I felt in my bones 
that he was wrong, though it was only later, when I 
heard traditional singers, that I was able to prove my 
point to my own satisfaction. Max Bruch was equally 
worried by this idiosyncracy of mine: he said, *Sie haben 
eine Ltidenschaft fur die Ideine Septime/ He also warned 
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me against writing 'Augen-musik* as opposed to *Ohren- 
musik*. This warning was wasted on me as I habitually 
and unashamedly use the pianoforte when composing. 
(I suppose this would be considered part of my amateur- 
ishness.) I heard all the music I could when I was in 
Berlin, especially operas. Among them were Lortzing's 
Undine and Meyerbeer's Robert le Diable. I also remember 
beautiful performances of Bach Cantatas at the Sing- 
Akademie. The Joachim and Halir quartets were at their 
zenith and there was a memorable performance at the 
Hoch-Schule of the Brahms Double Concerto played as 
a pianoforte trio by Joachim, Hausman, and Barth. 

When I came back to London I soon left my organist 
post and settled down to try and learn how to compose, 
not by studying but by doing. However, I still felt the 
need of instruction, and in. about the year 1900 1 took my 
courage in both hands and wrote to Elgar asking fnn> to 
give me lessons, especially in orchestration. I received a 
polite reply from Lady Elgar saying that Sir Edward 
was too busy to give me lessons but suggesting that 
I should become a pupil of Professor Bantock. I did not 
adopt his suggestion which was perhaps a mistake, as 
what Bantock did not know about the orchestra is not 
worth knowing. But though Elgar would not teach me 
personally he could not help teaching me through his 
music. I spent several hours at the British Museum 
studying the full scores of the Variations and Gerontius. 
The results are obvious in the opening pages of the finale 
of my Sea Symphony and I have discovered lately that I 
owe a good deal in this work to an early work of Hoist's 
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The Mystic Trumpeter. Hoist used also to say that he 
cribbed from me, though I never perceived it. I do not 
think that composers ever know when they are being 
cribbed from. Cribbing is, to my mind, a legitimate and 
praiseworthy practice, but one ought to know where 
one has cribbed. I expect that Schubert knew that he 
cribbed 'Death and the Maiden 5 from Beethoven's 
Seventh Symphony, but I doubt whether Wagner real- 
ized that he had cribbed the 'Nibelungen' theme from 
Schubert's D minor quartet and the 'Rhine' theme from 
Mendelssohn's Melusine. 

Deliberate cribbing is all right and the funny thing is 
that what is most deliberately cribbed sounds the most 
original, but the more subtle, unconscious cribbing is, I 
admit, dangerous. I was quite unconscious that I had 
cribbed from La Mer in the introduction to my London 
Symphony until Constant Lambert horrified me by callr- 
ing my attention to it. 

A strange episode occurred about this time which, 
though it had no direct bearing in my musical education, 
must be related here. I burst in on the privacy of Delius, 
who happened to be in London at the time, and insisted 
on playing through the whole of my Sea Symphony to 
him. Poor fellow! How he must have hated it. But he 
was very courteous and contented himself with saying, 
'Vraiment il n'est pas mesquin.' 

In 1900 1 first met Cecil Sharp. He had not then shaken 
musical England with Folk Songs from Somerset. Indeed 
I did not imbibe folk-song from Sharp, and when I first 
started collecting, in 1903, and began boring my friends 
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with my finds I left Sharp out of the Kst because I 
thought he would not be interested. 

I must have made my first contact with English folk- 
songs when I was a boy in the 'eighties, through Stainer 
and Bramley's Christmas Carols New and Old. I re- 
member clearly my reaction to the tune of the 'Cherry- 
Tree Carol' which was more than simple admiration for 
a fine tune, though I did not then naturally realize the 
implications involved in that sense of intimacy. This 
sense came upon me more strongly in 1893 when I first 
discovered 'Dives and Lazarus' in English County Songs. 
Here, as before with Wagner, I had that sense of recog- 
nition 'here's something which I have known all my 
life only I didn't know it!' 

There has been a lot of cheap wit expended on 'folk- 
song' composers. The matter seems to boil down to two 
accusations: Krst that it is 'cheating' to make use of 
folk-song material. This is really nothing more than the 
old complaint of the vested interests who are annoyed 
when anyone drinks a glass of pure water which he can 
get free, rather than a glass of beer which will bring 
profit to the company. This appears to involve a moral 
rather than an artistic question; from the point of view 
of musical experience it seems to me that so long as good 
music is made it matters very little how it is made or 
who makes it. If a composer can, by tapping the sources 
hidden in folk-song, make beautifiil music, he will be 
disloyal to his art if he does not make full use of such an 
avenue of beauty. 

The second accusation is made by people who affect 
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to scorn what is 'fblky' because it does not come within 
the ken of their airless smuggeries, because it does not 
require any highly-paid teachers to inculcate it, or the 
purchaseoftext-bookswithacorrespondingroyalty to the 
author. It is really a case of the vested interest once again. 

Why should music be 'original*? The object of art is 
to stretch out to the ultimate realities through the 
medium of beauty. The duty of the composer is to find 
the mot juste. It does not matter if this word has been 
said a thousand times before as long as it is the right 
thing to say at that moment. If it is not the right thing 
to say, however unheard of it may be, it is of no artistic 
value. Music which is unoriginal is so, not simply be- 
cause it has been said before, but because the composer 
has not taken the trouble to make sure that this was the 
right thing to say at the right moment. 

I have never had any conscience about cribbing. 

I cribbed Satan's dance in Job deliberately from the 
Scherzo of Beethoven's last quartet; the opening of my 
F Minor Symphony deliberately from the finale of the 
Ninth Symphony, and the last two bars of the Scherzo 
to my Sea Symphony from the Mass in D. (I expect 
Beethoven knew that he was cribbing the last move- 
ment of the 'Appassionata Sonata from one of Cramer's 
pianoforte studies.) It is said that once when Wagner was 
rehearsing Meistersinger he stopped in the middle of that 
rather commonplace theme in the third act and said, 
*Gendemen, does not that come out of the Merry Wives? 

My intercourse with Cecil Sharp crystallized and con- 
firmed what I already vaguely felt about folk-song and 
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its relationship to the composer's art. With Sharp it 
was a case of 'Under which King, Bezonian? Speak, 
or die.* You had to be either pro folk-song or anti 
folk-song and I came down heavily on the folk-song 
side. 

In 1904 1 undertook to edit the music of a hymn book. 
This meant two years with no 'original* work except a 
few hymn tunes. I wondered then if I were 'wasting my 
time*. The years were passing and I was adding nothing 
to the sum of musical invention. But I know now that 
two years of dose association with some of the best (as 
well as some of the worst) tunes in the world was a 
better musical education than any amount of sonatas and 
fugues. 

As I have already said, I have always found it difficult 
to study. I have learnt almost entirely what I have learnt 
by trying it on the dog. Gustav Hoist once said to me 
years ago, 'We ought to be writing now what will 
enable us to write well later on/ This is a precept I find 
very difficult to observe. Young composers are apt to 
think that what they have written is what the world has 
been waiting for come at last. This is an intelligible and 
healthy state of mind, but they are also apt to think that 
it is 'now or never' and that this is the last as well as the 
greatest work they are going to write; and it is this 
attitude of mind which prevents so many students from 
learning to compose. 

In 1908 1 came to the conclusion that I was lumpy and 
stodgy; had come to a dead-end and that a little French 
polish would be of use to me. So I went to Paris armed 
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with an introduction to Maurice Ravel. He was much 
puzzled at our first interview. When I had shown Kim 
some of my work he said that, for my first lesson, I had 
better 'ecrire un petit menuet dans le style de Mozart'. 
I saw at once that it was time to act promptly, so I said 
in my best French: 'Look here, I have given up my 
time, my work, my friends, and my career to come here 
and learn from you, and I am not going to write a "petit 
menuet dans le style de Mozart".' After that we became 
great friends and I learnt much from him. For example, 
that the heavy contrapuntal Teutonic manner was not 
necessary; 'complexe, mais pas complique', was his 
motto. He showed me how to orchestrate in points of 
colour rather than in lines. It was an invigorating experi- 
ence to find all artistic problems looked at from what 
was to me an entirely new angle. 

Brahms and Tschaikowsky he lumped together as 
'tout les deux un peu lourdes' Elgar was 'tout 
a fait Mendelssohn*; his own music was 'tout i fait 
simple, rien que Mozart'. He was against development 
for its own sake one should only develop for the sake 
of arriving at something better. He used to say there was 
an implied melodic outline in all vital music and in- 
stanced the opening of die C minor Symphony as an 
example of a tune which was not stated but was imr- 
plicit. He was horrified that I had no pianoforte in due 
little hotel where I worked. 'Sans le piano on ne peut 
pas inventer des nouvelles harmonies/ 

I practised chiefly orchestration with him. I used to 
score some of his own pianoforte music and bits of 
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Rimsky and Borodin, to whom he introduced me for 
the first time. After three months I came home with a 
bad attack of French fever and wrote a string quartet 
which caused a friend to say that I must have been 
having tea with Debussy, and a song cycle with several 
atmospheric effects, but I did not succumb to the tempta- 
tion of writing a piece about a cemetery, and Ravel 
paid me the compliment of telling me that I was the 
only pupil who Vecrit pas de ma musique*. The fact is 
that I could not have written Ravel's music even if I had 
wanted to. I am quite incapable, even with the piano- 
forte, of inventing his 'nouvelles harmonies*. I some- 
times wish that I could think of the strange chords of my 
old friend, Arnold Bax. I hope I am not like the fox 
without the tail, but I feel content to provide good 
plain cooking and hope that the proof of the pudding 
will be in the eating. 

My French fever soon subsided but left my musical 
metabolism, on the whole, healthier. 

Another potent musical influence was S. P. Wad- 
dington. 1 His is one of the best informed minds on all 
subjects that I have ever met, one of those people in the 
presence of whom it is impossible to be mean or petty. 
He never would give me formal lessons, but he often 
looked at my work and pronounced sound judgements 
on it. He was the finest sight-reader I ever met and as I 
could not pky at all myself his playing was often the 
first occasion I really heard my work. His power of 
deciphering a manuscript score was almost uncanny. If 

1 VTaddington died in 1953. 
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the manuscript was too illegible he would guess and i 
variably guessed right. With this power of sight-ceading 
went that of immediately spotting weak moments 
and redundant bars. He was a severe critic 'You try to 
run before you can walk/ he once said to me; this was 
perfectly true; I had not sufficient patience or application 
to study. I have learnt by trial and error, I have drawers 
full of these errors; attempts to run with a fetal stumble 
almost every other bar. But one bit of study I did under- 
take. One summer I retired for a month to a Yorkshire 
farmhouse with several classical scores and the themes of 
my own 'compositions'. These themes I proceeded to 
treat and develop according to my classical models, 
choosing of course themes which more or less corre- 
sponded in structure. I found this a wonderful discipline 
and I have passed it on to my pupils. (I believe Charles 
Wood used much the same method.) The difficulty is 
that if the pupils invent ad hoc themes they are so colour- 
less that they are incapable of development and they 
steadily refuse to make use of themes that they have 
already composed as being too sacrosanct for such base 
purposes. The model I most frequently use is the slow 
movement of Beethoven's Sonata, Op. 2 No. 2. It has 
so many points of subtle structure and development 
which only a dose bar-by-bar analysis reveals. 

It was in the early years of this century that I first met 
George Butterworth. I think it was I who introduced 
him to folk-song. This was his salvation; his music up to 
then had showed great promise, but was much over- 
shadowed by Brahms and Schumann. To him, as to me, 
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the folk-song was not an inhibiting but a liberating 
influence; it certainly helped Butterworth to realize him- 
self and to cast off die fetters of Teutonism. 

If I helped Butterworth, much more did he help me. 
We were talking together one day when he said in his 
gruff, abrupt manner: 'You know, you ought to write 
a symphony/ I answered, if I remember aright, that I 
never had written a symphony and never intended to. 
This was not strictly true, for I had in earlier years 
sketched three movements of one symphony and the 
first movement of another, all now happily lost. I sup- 
pose that Butterworth's words stung me and, anyhow, 
I looked out some sketches I had made for what I 
believe was going to have been a symphonic poem (!) 
about London and decided to throw it into symphonic 
form. Butterworth assiduously saw me through my 
trouble and when the original full score was lost, helped 
to make a new one from the band parts. 

The greatest influence on my music is one about which 
I fed I can. write least, I remember my first meeting with 
Gustav Hoist in 1895 very vividly. He quoted something 
from Sheridan's The Critic. How soon we started our 
'Held Days' I cannot remember, but it must have been 
soon. On these occasions we would devote a whole day 
or at least an afternoon to examining each other's com- 
positions. As I say, these orgies must have started early 
and they continued to the end, that is to say, for nearly 
forty years. I think he showed all he wrote to me and 
I nearly all I wrote to him. I say 'nearly all' advisedly, 
because sometimes I could not face the absolute integrity 
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of his vision and I hid some of my worst crimes from 
him. I regret now that I did not face even his dis- 
approval. "Without him and Waddington to criticize me 
I sometimes feel lost: they both had the power and the 
will to give all they had. 

Hoist would spend hours bringing his mastery, his 
keen vision, and his feeling for clear texture to bear on 
my work especially in those clumsy places where I was 
continually getting into holes and could not find the way 
out. He would not rest till he had found a solution for 
the problem which not only satisfied him, but one 
which my obstinacy would accept. This was all the more 
wonderful because Hoist, I know, found it difficult to 
appreciate the amateurish attitude of mind; his absolute 
sureness of purpose inclined him to be unsympathetic to 
the vacillations of human nature. This is why, for ex- 
ample, I never showed him my comic opera, because he 
never would have been able to understand how I could 
at the same time consider it trivial and yet want to 
write it. 

I should like to place on record all that he did for me 
when I wrote Job. I should be alarmed to say how many 
'Held Days* we spent over it. Then he came to all the 
orchestral rehearsals, including a special journey to 
Norwich, and finally, he insisted on the Camargo 
Society performing it. Thus I owe the life of Job to 
Hoist, just as I owe the life of the Sea Symphony to 
Stanford and Allen. 

I remember after the first orchestral rehearsal of Job 
his almost going on his knees to beg me to cut out some 
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of the percussion with which my inferiority complex 
had led me to overload the score. Overscoring has 
always been one of my vices, and it arises, I am con- 
vinced, from the feet that I am not always sure enough 
of myself and have not the courage of my convictions 
and that I must hide my nakedness with an apron of 
orchestration. Hoist's orchestra could be naked and 
unashamed. 
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IX 
Charles Villiers Stanford 

IT is an honour and a pleasure to be given the 
opportunity to write about my teacher, Chades 
Villiers Stanford, the centenary of whose birth we 
celebrate this year. Stanford was a great composer, a 
great teacher, a skilled conductor, and as befits a true 
Irishman, a lovable, quarrelsome, and generous map. 

He has written some of the most beautiful music 
that has come from these islands. He realized that all 
art which is worth while must spring from its own soiL 
He made an exhaustive study of his own Irish folk 
music; some of his arrangements, notably those known 
to British hearers as c The Arbutus Tree* and 'Father 
O'Flynn', are household words. Stanford dedicated his 
arrangements to Brahms, and presumably sent him a 
copy. Now the last movement of Brahms's pianoforte 
quintet contains a phrase out of one of these Irish 
melodies. ... I am not sure enough of my dates to say 
whether the egg or the hen came first, but the coinci- 
dence is striking. 

Of course in Stanford's enormous output there is 
bound to be a certain amount of dull music; but, after 
all, so there is in Beethoven and Bach. At times his very 
facility led him astray. He could, at will, use the tech- 
nique of any composer and often use it better than the 
original, as in "The Middle Watch*, where he beats 
DeHus at his own game. Sometimes he could not resist 
adding a clever touch which marred the purity of his 
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inspiration, as in the sophisticated repetition of the 
words lead the line' at the end of the otherwise beautiful 
song 'Sailing at Dawn*. The bright young things of the 
younger generation do not seem to know much about 
Stanford, and not having had the advantage of his teach- 
ing are inclined to ignore what he did and what he 
taught. But I believe that he will return again. With the 
next generation the inevitable reaction will set in and 
Stanford will come into his own. His smaller works are 
still known and loved by our choral societies, and I 
cannot but believe that such splendid music as the 
Stabat Mater, Requiem, and Songs of the Fleet will not 
strike home as soon as opportunity is given to hear them. 
It is up to our concert societies, in this centenary year, to 
give us these works as well as the 'Irish' Symphony and 
Rhapsodies and the many fine songs. In any continental 
country the centenary of a composer of Stanford's 
calibre would have been celebrated in every opera house 
in the country. Covent Garden and Sadlers Wells cannot 
even give us an opportunity of hearing such splendid 
works with all the certainty of popularity as Much Ado 
and Shamus O'Brien. Instead of which they choose to 
shake the dead bones ofNortna and Sanson et Dalilah. 

Many of Stanford's songs were written for that fine 
but very individual singer, Plunket Greene. It is difficult, 
therefore, to capture their quality, but the printed line 
remains for any singer who will take the trouble to read 
the old spirit into the notes. 

The belittling of Stanford's work was encouraged by 
one who ought to have known better. The late Bernard 
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Shaw, in the first number of Musk and Letters, used 
Elgar as a stick to beat what he called 'the Academic 
clique', forgetting or pretending to forget that it was 
the acknowledged head of this 'clique', Hubert Parry, 
who was instrumental in obtaining the first performance 
of Elgar's Variations. Shaw was rather proud of having 
called Stanford a 'gentleman amateur* since he repeated 
the expression more than once. Apparently the word 
'gentleman' was to Shaw a term of abuse, and as to 
'amateur', who could have been more professional in 
bis methods than Stanford? Indeed, it was this very tech- 
nical expertness that was an occasional snare to fom 

Stanford had none of the clumsiness of his contem- 
poraries. Though a great admirer of Brahms, he did not 
imitate his awkward execution. Stanford's orchestration, 
though perhaps unadventurous, is a model of clarity: 
every stroke tells. It was the fashion, as I have said, 
among a certain class of journalists about fifty years ago 
to describe Parry, Stanford, and others who ruled at ttte 
Royal College of Music as 'academic*, which apparently 
meant that they founded the emotion of their music on 
knowledge and not on mere sensation. To these critics, 
admiration of Brahms was equivalent to dry as dust 
pedantry. If they are still alive they must feel rather 
foolish when they see Brahms filling the house at a 
Promenade Concert. 

Stanford was a great teacher, and like all great teachers 
he was narrow minded. A broad-minded teacher is use^ 
less. To say that he was strict was to put it mildly. 
Everything he disapproved of had no quarter. It was 
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'damnably ugly' and that was the end of it. Once, when 
I was his pupil, I showed him what I considered was a 
world-shaking masterpiece; he looked at it and then 
said curdy: 'All rot, my boy/ He was quite right. It was. 
But it took me some time to discover it. The work is 
now, happily, lost. The only way to get good out of a 
teacher is to divest yourself entirely of your own person- 
ality and do what your teacher wants; only in that way 
can you get any good out of him. I was hopelessly 
obstinate. In order to secure a lighter touch in my work 
he once told me to write a waltz. At that time I was 
obsessed with the modes. I wrote him, a modal waltz! 

Stanford as a conductor had no truck with the tem- 
peramental orchestral director; his object was to present 
faithfully what the composer intended. For that reason 
the silly journalists who labelled him 'academic* com- 
plained that he lacked imaginative fancy. Against this 
let me set the opinion of Eugene Goossens who told me 
that he was the finest interpreter of Brahms that he had 
ever heard. 

Stanford's misunderstanding with Elgar was unfor- 
tunate for both men, but in spite of this, in spite of the 
fact that he was temperamentally allergic to Gerontius, 
he urged, though in vain, that it be performed in Leeds. 
He was also instrumental in obtaining for his sup- 
posed enemy an honorary Doctorate at Cambridge 
University. 

Stanford's career, after his childhood and youth in 
Dublin, may be divided into two periods. The first dates 
from his appointment as organist at Trinity College 
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Cambridge, and afterwards as Professor in the Uni- 
versity; that was in the seventies when critics were still 
talking about 'the unhealthy influence of Wagner and 
Brahms'. Stanford, fresh from Leipzig, astonished his 
audiences by playing the Overture to Die Meistersinger 
from the full score on the organ. It was this I suppose that 
made the Master of Trinity introduce him to a fiiead as 
*Mr. Stanford, whose playing always charms us, and 
occasionally astonishes; and I may add that the less he 
astonishes the more he charms/ 

Stanford's second period begins when he left Cam- 
bridge, about 1893 , and lived in London. He was already 
conductor of the London Bach Choir, and later became 
conductor of the Leeds Festival: still continuing his 
immense output of music, often, inspired, sometimes less 
inspired, but keeping always within the bounds of 
classical beauty. 

An artist cannot always control his inspiration, but 
Stanford saw to it that his tools were bright and sharp 
and fashioned of tempered steel. His music is educated 
music, founded on the great traditions by one who was 
determined to uphold the nobility of his art. 

(1952) 
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X 

The Mass in B Minor in English: 
A Programme Note 

* I 7 HE text of Back's Mass in B minor to be sung 
I to-night is an attempt to adapt the words of the 

JL English Liturgy to Bach's music. 

Why is such an adaptation desirable? 

To many, the Latin text has connotations which are 
repugnant: again, as a choral singer once said to me, 'We 
like to sing what we understand.* One might add, what 
they can pronounce. When Latin has to be represented 
phonetically by such hideous gibberish as 'Kwee prohp- 
tair noce hoh-mee-nace', as given in a well-known book 
on choral singing, surely it is rime something was done. 

A third, to my mind, cogent reason for this adaptation 
is that it will enable this great music to be sung at 
Anglican services. 

The task has been beset with pitfalls; it would indeed 
have been comparatively easy to have made a translation 
into the most approved 'libretto English* which would 
have fitted the music like a glove e.g. 'Et resurrexit 
tertia die secundum scripturas' might have become, 'The 
third bright morn saw his arising as prophets told of 
eld*. Nor is the English text necessarily a translation; 
e.g. 'hominibus bonae voluntatis* becomes 'Goodwill 
towards men*. 

The English have a very proper traditional reverence 
for the incomparable language of their liturgy, and any 
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distortion of this would, I believe, cause offence to many, 
as have similar distortions of the English Bible in die 
St. Matthew Passion and Mendelssohn's Elijah. It seems, 
therefore, worth while occasionally to alter a crotchet 
into two quavers, to re-articulate a tied note, or even 
(occasionally) to add a note, or (very occasionally) to 
omit one, for the sake of keeping the Prayer Book text 
unaltered. My principles have generally been as follows: 

1. When Bach attaches a particular word to a par- 
ticular group of notes for expressive purposes, every 
attempt has been made to keep that marriage intact; 
where that is impossible, a word with a similar emotional 
connotation has been used e.g., in the Credo (Novello, 
page 96, line i; Peteis, page 79, line 3, soprano), where 
'Credo' is represented by 'One God'. 

Similarly in the Dona Nobis I have represented 'Pacem* 
by 'Grant us*, the vowel sounds and tie emotional con- 
notation are the same and 'Peace* would have been very 
awkward. 

In many cases, however, the connection between 
word and note is obviously fortuitous; in that case it 
seemed more important to consider the syllabic rather 
tfran the emotional connection, e.g., in the Gloria 
(Novello, page 39, line r; Peters, page 32, line 2, 
soprano)- Here it must be admitted that the 'Pax, pax* 
of Bach is rather a mouthful, and 'Peace, peace* would 
be worse; so I have substituted 'Good will*. 

2. The Latin language abounds in feminine endings 
while the ends of most English sentences are masculine; 
e.g., how is 'Gloria in excelsis Deo* to be fitted to 'Glory 
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be to God on high'? la this case (Novello, p. 29, line 5; 
Peters, p. 26, line 5, soprano), I have fitted die complete 
sentence to the beginning of the musical phrase and 
repeated the word 'Glory' for 'Deo'. The effect is per- 
haps rhetorical, but I hope not worse for that, 1 

3. So far as possible the note values have been kept 
intact. Occasionally it has been necessary to substitute 
two crotchets for a minim and vice versa; sometimes a 
tied note has been re-articulated and, as already men- 
tioned, I have been obliged in a few cases to add notes, 
and in a very few to omit them. 

4. Bach repeated the words of his text several times 
so as to expand each paragraph into a long musical 
movement. I have been careful to give the text com- 
plete at the first statement, but kter on in the movement 
to use only such words as are suitable. The locus dassicus 
of this procedure, and also the most thorny problem I 
have had to solve, comes in the Quoniam (No. 10) and 
Cum Scmto (No. n). It was a convention in Bach's time 
to write a fugue for the Cum Sancto. Bach, who never 
defied convention, but used it for his own great pur- 
poses, obeyed the convention here: but in England we 
have no such convention, and it would sound rather 
absurd to sing the most jubilant music in the world to 
'with the Holy Ghost, in the glory of God the Father'. 
Moreover, Bach, when setting these words, surely had 
in his mind not any ecclesiastical dogma, but an expres- 
sion of the 'Glory of God the Father'. Therefore I feel 

1 Note: In other places also I have made rhetorical use of language e.g. 
'crucified* without verb or pronoun. 
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justified in leaving out any extraneous words in this 
chorus. Nevertheless, by my rules I was obliged to fit 
the complete sentence in somewhere. Why not at die 
end of the Quoniatnl Here the word *altissimus' actually 
occurs, which in English becomes 'Most High*, the 
structure of the Latin sentence being quite different from 
that of the English; this leaves me free to use the words, 
*Thou only art most high in the glory of God the Father. 
Amen*, as a fitting background for what is, to some of 
us, the greatest musical movement ever written. 

(1947 and 194.8) 
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XI 

Shmbsole 

^T" "T" "TE are told in the textbooks that the eighteenth 

\/\ / century was the nadir of English music. As a 
V V matter of feet it is from the eighteenth cen- 
tury that some of the strongest and most characteristic of 
our musical invention dates, albeit on a small scale, ex- 
emplified, perhaps, by a hymn tune or a chant; but what 
does size matter? Who would not rather have drawn 
eight bars straight from the fountainliead than have 
compiled whole symphonies strained very thin through 
the medium of the best foreign models? 

It has always been the case in the history of English 
music that the bright young sparks with dazzling ideas, 
who imagine the home circle too narrow and the home 
ideals too low wander of spiritually if not physically, to 
foreign countries and return lisping in bad German or 
Italian, and have left it to the homely people with 
homely names, who practised their art in their plebeian 
homes and in the chapels in the local lanes ('Miles Lane 
Chapd' what a picture it calls up !), to write what was 
characteristic and strong and lasting. 

The fashionable and learned world knew nothing of 
these humble folk. The fashionable amateurs were wor- 
shipping at the shrine of Handel and Buononcini; the 
learned, as typified by Burney, travelled round Europe 
discovering Porpora and Philipp Emmanuel Bach, but 
not John Sebastian Bach. 

To digress a moment. Why did J. S. Bach mean 
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nothing to Burney? Was it because J. S. Bach was too 
democratic and had to wait for a later generation, who 
after the Industrial Revolution brought into prominence 
their ideals of 'Miles Lane' namely, the people who 
sang in the local choirs and choral societies to whom 
music meant scraping on the fiddle and blowing on the 
clarinet in the parlour behind the shop after business 
hours? 

John Sebastian Bach wrote (of necessity, I admit) for 
the amateur; that is why Bach's voice parts are so inter- 
esting and Handel's so dull. Bach knew that unless he 
gave his amateurs something interesting to sing they 
would desert him. Handel knew that the unhappy pro- 
fessional choralist had to sing what he was told or he 
would lose his fee. The truth is that J. S. Bach is much 
more a.lrin to Shrubsole than to Burney. Both had the 
outlook of the local musician' the life bounded by the 
church choir and the town choral society. The intrigues 
of the Italian' opera and the attitude to art typified by 
the 'primo uomo' were not for them. It is true that 
Bach's fame penetrated to Berlin and that Shrubsole was 
for a short time organist at Bangor Cathedral, but Bach 
was glad to be home again with Magdalena and the 
children and Shrubsole had to leave Bangor because he 
openly preferred the 'conventicle'. 

Shrubsole wrote this one superb tune and no more 
at least no more of any note. He was a 'one tune' man. 
There are many such: people who get a glimpse of the 
eternal glory once in a lifetime for a few moments and, 
like Gerontius, are blinded by it and turn their faces away 
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for ever; but in that one moment these Shrubsolian 
composers may have achieved something which neither 
Beethoven nor Bach could have bettered. It is to be 
noted that these moments will not be realized without 
long and careful preparation, so that the interminable 
oratorios and cantatas of minor composers which are 
now crowding our salvage heaps are not waste, because 
without them the moment of inspiration could not have 
been caught. 

It is on these foundations that the music of a nation is 
built up, on this soil, and on this only, that the great 
artist can come to maturity. It takes a thousand small 
composers to make one great one this is some comfort 
to those of us who feel the urge to 'find out musical 
tunes', knowing at the same time that our compositions 
are destined for the lumber-room during our lifetime 
and eventually for the waste-paper baskets of our 
executors. At all events our forgotten symphonies and 
fugues will form the 'humus* which alone can fertilize the 
great flower which blooms but once in a hundred years. 

Of course, 'Miles Lane* owes something to the splen- 
did words to which it is set, which, as Percy Dearmer 
writes, 'rang the changes on the rhymes to "Lord of 
All". Immortality was the inevitable result*, but it was 
left to Shrubsole to add the coping-stone to the struc- 
ture with his threefold repetition of the words 'Crown 
Him*. I do not suggest that this is anew device; we find 
it in that other great tune 'Helmsley*, where the double 
repetition of 'Deeply wailing* and 'O come quickly* 
produces an almost unbearable emotional stress, and we 
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find its reductio ad absurdum in the probably apocryphal 
'Come down Sal' and *O for a man* story. 

The composer of 'Miles Lane* realized to the full die 
dramatic possibilities of this repetition. Great men do 
not necessarily invent the means which they use, but 
they see their full possibilities. Bach did not invent the 
Choral Prelude, but he carried it to its logical conclu- 
sion. Beethoven did not invent the sonata form, but he 
developed it from a precise dance pattern to an epic 
poem. 

This, then, is the history of a tune which Elgar is 
credibly reported to have pronounced the finest in 
English hymnody; and, be it noted, the tune is not by 
Byrd or Purcefl, Boyce or Arne, it was not written for 
Westminster Abbey or York Minster, it was composed 
by William Shrubsole for Miles Lane Chapel. It is this 
that gives it the strength which arises direct from the 
spiritual needs of that great middle class which is the salt 
of England's earth. What is the moral of all this? 
Virginia Woolf writes: 

Masterpieces are not single and solitary births; they are the 
outcome of many years' thinking in common, of thinking 
by the body of the people, so that the experience of the 
many is behind the single voice. 

Without Veit Bach there would never have been John 
Sebastian. Would the Magic Flute ever have existed 
without the spade-work of Adam Hiller? These lesser 
people, with their limited but intense vision, can con- 
centrate that vision into sixteen bars better than those 
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great ones whose minds are occupied with symphonies 
forty minutes long, and it is certainly true that whereas 
Shrubsole could not have written Gerontius, Elgar could 
not have written 'Miles Lane'. 

Immortality plays us strange tricks. Perhaps hundreds 
of years hence when Byrd and Purcell and Parry and 
Stanford and Elgar and Walton are mere names in 
dictionaries, a tune by an obscure composer of Canter- 
bury will still be remembered and loved in 'Quires and 
places where they sing*. 

(1943) 
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